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Us totally hilarious,” Lindsay Warner said. She 
Pushed her tong brown hair over her shoulder, “I 
can't believe you haven't watched it.” 

“You haven't?" Rachel Meyers asked, glancing up 
from her half-painted fingernails. Rachel had long 
blond hair and big blue eyes. She was totally 
Obsessed with her Jooks, "What's wrong with you?" 

“I've been busy,” Megan Jones replied, She 
looked up from her biology textbook. Lying on her 
stomach on the floor in Lindsay's bedroom, Megan 
was doing what she usually did after school—home- 
Work. “It’s called studying.” 

“I study, too,” Lindsay put in. Even though 
Megan was the top student in their class at Bayside 
High, Lindsay wasn't too far behind. She spent a lot 
(of time doing schoolwork, too—when she wasn't 
hanging out with her boyfriend, Tommy DeLuca. 
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“But once you see this show, you're going to watch it 
every day, just like we do,” Lindsay added, straight- 
ening her skirt. It was new, and she loved the tiny 
flowers on it. 

“| doubt it,” Megan said. “I'm not the game-show 
type.” 
*You will be once you sce the host.” Rachel 
turned up the television volume, ‘The opening Jingle 
for Smarts and Strength had just started to play. 

“This looks like some cheesy local production,” 
Megan sald. “Where’s tt from, anyway?” 

“They tape {t right over at the KBAY studios,” 
Lindsay said. 

‘The three girls watched as Skip Simon, the host 
of the show, jogged onto the stage. He was dressed 
in his usual game-show-host outfit: a pair of black- 
and-white sweatpants, high-top sneakers, a black 
tuxedo Jacket with a pocket protector and loads of 
pencils, and a tie. He looked ridiculous. But his out- 
fit reflected the split aspect of the show. I was part 
athletics, part brainpower 

“That guy's cute,” Megan said. *He doesn't know 
how to dress, but— 

“He's more than cute,” Rachel crooned. She 
almost painted the carpet with nail polish as she 
gazed at the screen. “Look at his blue eyes, his dim- 
ples, his biceps. . . . He's practically a Greek god.” 

“Hello, everyone, and welcome to Smarts and 
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Strength” Skip Simon crowed as he smiled at the 
a. His teeth were so straight and polished, he 
a like somebody on a toothpaste commercial, 
; fe question we have to ask our two teams today 
iS... are you qs strong as you think?” He winked at 
the audience, and they cheered, 

“Get it?" Lindsay asked M 
legan, scootis 
the bed. “You have to be strong and smart. cas 
“Yeah, I get it," Megan sald, "Kind of corny.” 
‘Just give it a chance,” Lindsay urged. 
4 “Yeah, and keep your eye on Skip,” Rachel said 
Ireamily. “I think he's using a néw styling gel, He's 
Rot extra body today.” ( 
Lindsay and Megan exchan, 
ied a look, Rachel 
tended to get carried away ings—e: 
y about thi 
clothes, makeup, and guys, a mei 
On the screen, a contestant from 
; each team was 

running through a complicated obstacle course. A 
skinny boy tripped on a row of tires as a strong-look- 
ne girl raced across the finish line. Minutes later, 

ie skinny boy was answering a string of academic 
seestonss racking up points for his team, 
Ket it," Megan declared as a tiny girl tri 

UN @ barbell over her head. “Thi State 

look ridiculous.” ag mie 
“She might look ridiculous now," 
.” Lindsay said, 

“but that Girl's gotten tons of points for on team. 

‘They've been on for three straight days." ? 
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“But she just lost twenty points.” Megan said. 

As long as she can make it up with the academic 
questions, it doesn’t matter,” Lindsay explained. 
“That's why they call it Smarts and Strength.” 

“They ought to call it Skip Simon, Hunk-o-Matic,” 
Rachel said with a sigh. 

‘A few minutes later, there was a station break, 
and Skip Simon appeared. 

*For all you kids out there watching, I've got spe- 
cial, special news!” he announced. 

“Special?” Megan rolled her eyes. “This guy 18 a 

complete dork.” 

“Hey,” Rachel objected. “It's in the script. He 

didn't write it, See? He's reading off the cue cards.” 
“'d like to announce an all-new competition. 
Smarts and Strength presents the High School 
Games! At the end of this week, we'll be coming to 
your school, looking for teams to compete on our 
show, The grand prize 1s an all-expenses-paid week- 
end trip to San Francisco for six lucky winners who 
are as strong as they think!” The studio audience 
cheered, “We'll be right back after these messages.” 
“High school—that’s us!” Lindsay exclaimed, 
Jumping off her bed. “I wonder if they're coming to—" 
“Check it out!” Megan pointed at the TV screen. A 
list of high schools and dates appeared, along with 
telephone number to call for more informatton. 
*Bayside—on Thursday! That's only four days away!” 
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Lindsay raised an eyebrow. “I thi 
“I thought 
s show was stupid,” pag 
“Maybe I did at first,” Megan admitted, 
‘ . Her dark 
wn eyes glimmered with excitement. “But we've 
wl a perfect team, The three of us and Tommy. 
ian, ang Bobby. We can do better than these 
teams, And if we win— 
“Who cares about winning?” Ra 
chel asked. She 
waved her hands through the air to 
: dry the nail pol- 
‘sh, ps! 'l get to hang out with Skip.” es 
nd we might get to go t I" 
or: go to San Francisco! 
ae Mewar agreed. “You and I can answer the 
f ic quest 
een questions, Tommy and Brian are good at 
“Bobby's a real sports trivia buff," Lindsay put in. 


“That'll come in very handy." 
Megan nodded, “And Rachel, you . . .* She tapped 


Besides being clothes and makeu, legan. 
; p crazy, Me 
uildn't think of anything Rachel was especially 
od at. She was a C student, And other than cheer- 
Jeading, she'd never played on any sports teams. 
I'll do everything else!” Rachel happily volun: 


teered. “Besides, I've been on TV before, so it'll help 


o have a team member with on-camera ? 
“When were You on TV?" Megan ce oe 
Remember those ads | did for that Jeans store?” 
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Rachel said. “I was only six, but I still remember the 


lights, the cameras, the action..." 
ae call KBAY for the details,” Megan said. 


“Then we can track down the guys. They're probably 
at the Max.” She looked up aerated but her 
friend's face was stricken with panic. 
“what's the matter, Rachel?” Lindsay asked. 
Rachel put a hand up to her forehead. “I'm finally 
going to meet Skip, and { don’t have anything to 
wear!" she moaned. 


a 00 


Brian Keller took a sip of his soda. He looked like 
he was hanging out with his friends at the Max. ce 
Brian was secretly waiting for Rachel to wa 
through the door, He was sure she'd stop by gee 
ally. And he really didn't mind waiting for her. He 
was getting kind of used to it, since he'd been tnter- 

her for months. 

Gerretiowes around the gang's favorite hangout. 
‘Then he quickly checked his reflection in the Gee 
napkin dispenser. He wanted to make sure he look 
his best. As {f'I need (o worry, he told himself, be 
ning his fingers through his sandy brown hair, Wit 
a satisfied sigh, he sat back and relaxed. 

“So how's the Job search going?" Tommy DeLuca 
asked, He took a sip of cola, then crunched an ice 
cube in his mouth. Tommy was tall with dark brown 
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hair and sideburns. He was on the Bayside football 
team, and a genius at repairing cars. 

“I haven't officially started looking yet,” Brian 
Said. “But tomorrow I'm going to pound the pave- 
ment." Brian wanted to make some money so he 
could buy anew mountain bike. Not only would it 
Impress Rachel, it would be good for transportation, 

“I don't want to get a job until | absolutely have 
to,” Bobby sald. He pulled his baseball cap down 
over his short, curly brown hair. “Then I'm going to 
Tetire when | turn thirty.” 

“What are you going to be?" Brian asked, hiding a 
smirk. “A rock star?” 

“A baseball star,” Bobby replied seriously. “And 
everybody knows those guys are over the hill at 
twenty-eight.” 

Tommy and Brian shook their heads as Lindsay, 
Rachel, and Megan rushed into the restaurant, 

“Hey, guys, great news!" Lindsay greeted as she 
slid into the booth next to Tommy. “You know that 
show, Smarts and Strength?” 

“Uh... . yeah," Tommy said. “I think so." 

“I've seen it a couple of times,” Brian sald, 

“Me, too,” said Bobby, "Why?" 

“We're going to be on It!” Rachel sald excitedly, 

Tommy folded ‘his muscular arms across his 
chest. “Could you repeat that?" he asked doubtfully, 
“They're having a competition for high school 
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teams,” Lindsay explained. “There's a tryout on 
Thursday to see which team will represen’ 
side.” a 
“em we go on ‘TV against other high schools, 
Lindsay continued. “If we keep winning, we stay on 
the show until we're in the finals, and then— nee 
“When we win, we get an alee ip 
Franeisco!” Megan finished triumphantly. 
Rereacly * Lindsay said breathlessly. "So what do 
ink? ‘oward Tommy. 
uu guys think?” She turned 
‘4 Tommy shifted slightly, and the red sete 
creaked, "Sounds good to me, I'm all over that o! 25 
cle course, But don't expect me to spit out the 
“Pythagorean theorem,” Megan sald. Done 
worry. That's what I'm there for. As long as we eac 
help with what we're best at, we'll be great r 
*| hope they have a lot of sports questions, 
said. F 
Ratheee we end up in San Francisco, Belin 
added. "Ever since I got to California, I've been ae 
ing to see the Bay Area. One of my friends 
Switzerland went there on spring break, and ie 
all he talked about for a month." He grinned at 
Rachel. “ItIl be fun to go on a trip together, won! e 
“You don't have to convince me. I'd give up ey’ 
liner for a week to meet Skip Simon,” Rachel said. 
*You have a crush on the host?” Bobby asked. 
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“It's not just a crush,” Rachel declared. “It's love.” 

“Actually . . . now that I think about it, 1 don't 
Imow if I'm going to have time to be on the show,” 
Brian said. If going on TV meant watching Rachel 
Swoon over some other guy, he wasn't interested, "If 
Tgeta job...” 

“You're hot going to work every day of your life,” 
Megan said. “You can ask for a few hours off.” 

“And it’s not like you have a job already,” Bobby 
Pointed out. “You don't even know if you'll get one.” 

“Thanks a lot.” Brian frowned, His afternoon was 
getting worse by the minute, 

“Come on, you guys, this is no time to argue,” 
Megan said. “We need to pull it together as a team or 
We're never going to make it on the show.” 


“Right,” Lindsay agreed. “The only way we'll win 
is If we work as a team.” 


“And Just think,” Rachel put in, “if we get to be 
‘on the show more than once, ‘Skip will really notice 
Us, | mean, we might get to know him and then— 

"Rachel, have you noticed that Skip Simon 1s, 
like, thirty-five years old?” Bobby asked. 

“Yeah, he's a little too old for you, I think,” Brian 
added. “About a couple of decades too old,” 

“Actually"—Rachel flipped her long blond hair 
over her shoulder—he's only twenty-six. I just read 
about him in the Sunday news magazine,” 

Great, Brian thought. Rachel was In love with a 
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game-show host. “What's his astrological sign?” he 
muttered. 

“Leo,” Rachel answered, “Well, actually, he's on 
the cusp between Leo and Virgo.” 

“what's his favorite color?” Bobby asked. 

“Red,” Rachel said. She brushed a piece of lint off 
her freshly painted red nails and frowned. “I'l have 
to put on a fresh coat.” 

“Too bad the questions won't be about Skip 
Simon's personal life," Megan commented. “You'd 
score a hundred points.” 

‘Brian looked at Rachel and sighed. The last thing 
the needed was for her to have a crush on an older 
man, Okay, so maybe he'd kind of messed things up 
between them recently when he tried to date two 
giris at the same time. Still, tt didn't mean Rachel 
hhad to ditch him for some game-show host. Girlst 

“Do we have to sign up or something?” Bobby 
asked. 

“Lindsay and | already sent in our names using the 
fax modem on my dad's computer,” Megan told them. 

Have I ever told you how much 1 admire intelli- 
gence in a girl?” Bobby asked. 

Megan rolled her eyes. Even though she was dat- 
Ing Dave Williams, Bobby still mooned over her 
whenever he got the chance. Especially since his 
girlfriend, Grizelda, had moved away. “Only about a 
thousand times,” she said. 
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ety eas ee grinning at her stupidly. 
ave | ever told you how much I ad: 

imi 
you, ale Tommy scooted over closer to Lindsay, 
& ie om Lindsay said, smiling at him. 

joing to turn into Love Night at 
a might as well go home,” Brian ccnp ‘7 
,,, ioe | thought we were here to plan our strate: 
- legam added. “We've got to put Bayside on the 
habeas her fist on the tabletop, 
then it’s off to San Francisco,” ' 

." Brian said, 
geaiog é Rachel. In San Francisco, he'd get her to 
fore about Skip Simon, ‘They'd ride a cable car, dine 

personas take a walk by the bay... . 
panel sighed. "And by then, I'll know Skip.’ 
Just looked at Lindsay and shook his head. 
Jothing could distract Rachel from Skip tonight. 


“Don't worry,” Lit 
get overt." ry,” Lindsay told Brian softly. "She'll 


Brian wasn't so sure, 


chapter 


we're not looking for help right now.” 
i headed toward the door. How 
many tlmes had he heard that today? He'd been to 
ten different fast-food places, and none of them was 
ring, Or at least not hiring him. 
: “ite useless,” Brian muttered as he pushed open 
the door. He was never going to get a job. He was 
never going to get that mountain bike. outsides 
Brian paused in front of Pickin’ Chicken. It was his 


favorite fast-food place in town besides the Max—he 


loved their Super Spicy Spuds. He decided to go in 
and grab a bag. Maybe while he was eating, he'd 


think of something, 
’A few minutes later Brian was sitting down with 


an order of Super Spicy Spuds. He popped one into 
fis mouth, There. He felt better already. 
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Okay. So maybe I won't find a job today. Or this 
week. It wouldn't be the end of the world. He'd have 
more time to hang out with his friends, and he 
wouldn't risk falling behind in school, Not to men- 
tion that he'd have more time to devote to his top- 
priority prplect: Rachel. If he could only get her to 
stop talking about Skip Simon for two seconds, he 
could ask-her out this weekend. And once she 
remembered how much fun he was to hang around 
‘with, they'd be back on track. 

“Hey, where should I put the sign?” the man 
behind the counter called to someone in the kitchen. 

“Wherever it’s visible,” a short, wiry man replied. 
He wiped his hands on a yellow apron with a large 
chicken appliqué on it, “If we don't hire someone in 
the next few days, I'm going to lose my mind!” 

Brian dropped the Spicy Spud that was halfway 
to his mouth back into the bag, He wiped his hands 
on a napkin and stood up. A second later he was at 
the counter, “Excuse me, sir, I couldn't help over- 
hearing, Are you looking for help?” 

“We sure are." The man with the apron gave 
Brian a critical look but held out his hand. “I'm Mr, 
Hansen, the owner and manager here. And you are?” 

“Brian Keller,” Brian replied. He shook the man's 
hand, ‘I'm looking for work, and this 1s one of my 
favorite restatitants. | come here every day.” 

“Really?” Mr. Hansen was starting to look inter- 
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ested. “And have you done restaurant work before?” 

“Sort of,” Brian said, fibbing. What was litle 
white lle when a mountain bike was on the line? 
“put we don't have anything as good 45 Pickin’ 
Chicken back home in Switzerland.” 

sewitzeriand, huh? And you've just moved here?" 
Mr. Hansen asked. He removed his Pickin’ Chicken 
trademark cap, which had a long beale instead of a 
visor, and scratched his head. 

“Right.” Brian said. “My father was transferred 
here for work.” 

Mr, Hansen stopped scratching his head and put 
his beaked cap back on. 

Brian eyed the hideous cap, Do You really want 
to wear that ugly thing, Keller? But the mountain 
bike flashed in his mind and a second later, he was 
talking again, 

tive been looking for a job, but | didn’t bother 
asking here because you didn't have sign up. and 1 
figured there was no way I'd get to work at my 
favorite restaurant, So this is kind of a miracle, don't, 
you think? You need help, I need work. «+ 

=Do you have any relevant experience?” Mr. 
Hangen started refilling the napkin dispenser 

Brian nodded, “Sure. 1 used to work at @ camp.” 

“In the kitchen?” 

Brian thought quickly. His major responsibility 
had been the tennis and volleyball courts, But all 
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experience was relevant, wasn't it? He'd manny 
: ed the 
gas grill at barbecues. And anyway, It wasn't as If 
anyone was going to call Geneva and check on him. 
Iida lot of kitchen work,” he told Mr. Hansen. 
‘Such as?" Mr. Hansen prodded. 
“Oh, everything,” Brian ad-libbed. Hi 
j . He thought of 
what his best friend at camp, Gunther, had done. “I 
was in’charge of lunch—if there’s a sandwich 1 don’t 
know how to make, Il be surprised.” He smiled at 
Mr. Hansen. “There's even a Brian Keller sandwich 
at pai tan ‘Two slices ham, one slice turkey— 
‘at about fryers?” Mr. Hansen interruj 
“Any experience with that?” a 
“Sure,” Brian said. “All the time. ‘Those campers 
have to have their fries, you know.” a 
Paes Mr. Hansen tapped his chin. 
ry responsible, You can call the c 
check with them,” Brian said, ae 
Mr. Hansen frowned. *I don't exactly fe 
h feel like call- 
ing Switzerland for a job reference,” i calcd ; 
Phew, Brian thought. 
“But you do seem responsible, and 
and we need 
somebody right away. I'll start you out on a trial 
basis. At the end of two weeks, I'll evaluate your per- 
formance. If things are working out, great, If not. 
you'll have two weeks! pay, anc Til et you go.” 
‘Its a deal” Brian said excitedly. It looked like 
he'd be buying that mountain bike before too long, So 
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he had to wear a uniform and a goofy-looking chicke 
cap for a few months. It'd be worth it, "You 
regret giving me a chance,” he told Mr. Hansen. 
Good. Now, can you start tomorrow?” 
foba eee acne and we'll work out your 
schedule,” Mr. Hansen said. “Thanks + veuh..- ns 
“Brian, Brian Keller.” He grinned. “By the ws es 
I get any discount on the food here now pone beh 
employee? I could really go for another es sre 
Mr. Hansen took a bag from under the renin 
lamps and handed {t to Brian. “We give a anes 
cent discount. But consider this a bonus. You J 
is my lucky day.” 
eect ieee two of us. Thanks!” . ny 
“Three o'clock tomorrow. Don't be late, 
Hansen called as Brian headed out the door. ne 
1 won't, Brian thought. The sooner he s\ a a 
work, the sooner he could show: Rachel cata a 
Plus, he'd get all the food he wanted for half price. 
What could be better? 


00 0 
“it’s great to finally catch up with ee ans aa 
yh ed into a seal across: from her 
Bae avis Max. They'd just left their Sclence Club 
meeting and headed to the diner for some onlon rings. 
| feel like I haven't seen you in weeks. 
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“Well, it has been almost a week, really,” Dave 
‘said. He sounded kind of distant. "Since we spent 
‘any time alone together, anyway.” 

Megan sighed. She loved having a boyiriend who 
‘was involved in so many things. But since she was 
the ‘samejway, they rarely had time for each other, 

“Megan!” 

She looked over at the door and saw Brian com- 
ing toward them, grinning from ear to ear. “Guess 
what?” he said. “I got a job! Hey, Dave.” 

“Hi, Brian,” Dave replied. 

“That's great!” Megan said, “Where?” 

"Right across the street, at Pickin’ Chicken,” 
Brian said. “I know it’s nothing glamorous—" 

“Til say. Are you actually going to wear one of 
those beaks on your head?" Megan asked, 

Brian rolled his eyes. “I! have to,” he admitted. 
"But it'll be worth it—Il have a new mountain bike 
before you know it." 

“Whatever you say.” Megan said. Then she 
remembered something. “Hey, this job isn't going to 
interfere with our tryout on Thursday, 1s it?” 

“Till make sure | get the afternoon off." Brian 
assured her. “Well, I've got to run. See you guys 
tomorrow!" 


“What tryout?" Dave asked when Brian had left. 
“Tryout?” Megan asked. “Oh—for Smarts and 
Strength." 
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“Megan! Just the person 1 was looking for.” 
Rachel said breathlessly. 

Let me guess. You left your geometry homework 
until the last minute, and you need me to help you 
with a few proofs,” Megan sald, irritated: 

No, This is much’ more Important.” Rachel said. 
| just remembered Skip Simon's favorite color’s red. 
So 1 need you to come over to my house right now 
and help me decide whether to wear my red blazer, 
my red miniskirt, or my red—" 

‘Rachel, Skip Simon's not even going to De there 
on Thursday,” Megan told her. 

“But you don't know that for sure,” Rachel said. 

“No, but— 

Then we can't assume anything,” Rachel said. 
She grabbed Megan's arm. rand if 1 decide to wear 
the blazer, | need to take It to. the dry cleaner tomor- 
row morning, We don’t have any time to waste!” 


chaPte, 


A 
kay, people,” a tall woman with 
; 4 curly dark 
ae ene she shouted. But rene cele 
in the gym heard her. The; 
Ree te a y were too busy 
A second later a loud piercin, 

1 whistle echoed off 
he walls. The room grew silent. “That's better,” the 
roman said with a grin, “My name is Alison 
B idgeley, and I'm the producer of Smarts and 

trength. We need to get started, so send your team 


— ana ‘Tommy repeated. “We don't have 
*Should we take a vote?” Lindsay suggested. 

*| have six teams signed up, and only five cap: 
{tains over here,” Alison called out a second later, 

| “Who wants to be captain?” Bobby asked. 
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“Not me,” Tommy said, holding up his hands. 

*[ might be too busy with my new Job— 

“Oh, I'll do it,” Megan said, interrupting Brian, 

Lindsay stepped forward, "Don't. you think ae 

“I'd better get over there before they disquall iy 
us.” Megan headed over to the group that was talk- 

jucer. 

eee je knows how to take charge,” Tommy 
said, wrapping his arm around Lindsay's waist, 

‘No kidding, Lindsay thought. A Ute too much. 

Rachel marched over to Lindsay, looking very 
aggravated. “I can't believe it,” she grumbled, Rachel 
was decked out in a red sweater, with her hair ted 
back in a large red ribbon, She even had red Keds 
oe, metthen” Lindsay said. She thought Rachel 

jut Megan's actions. 

eee Sains that the whole wrestling team 
showed up?” Tommy asked. "Neither can l. Coach 
will never give them the time off from practice to be 
on the show. And there's no way they'll be able to 
answer those tough questions about chemistry. 

“Well, look at that team,” Brian said, He pointed 
to a familiar group of boys who all wore glasses 
that were too big—and pants that were too short. 
*If they can run across the gym once, I'll be sur- 

rised.”- 

PivcThat’s not what f'n talking about!” 
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ing up her hands dramatically. “I'm talking 
it the fact that Skip Simon isn't here," 
Everyone else in the group exchanged looks. 
“Well, Skip has a show to tape this afternoon,” 
lsay said, She patted Rachel's arm consolingly. If 
friend didn'ticheer up, she wasn't going to be 
help in the tryout, 
“He should have been here,” Rachel complained, 
i¢ jutted out her lower lip in a pout. 
“If we win today, you'll see him next week when 
Appear on the show,” Lindsay pointed out, 
A huge smnile spread across Rachel's face, “Right!” 
le said. “So when does this tryout start, anyway?” 


2 0 0 


*Go, Tommy!" Megan shouted. 
“You can do it!” Brian yelled. 
Tommy was high-stepping through the row of 


laid out on the gym floor. Beside him, a geck 
famed Marvin Melvin stumbled and fell forward. 

“Twenty-point-four seconds," Alison announced 

hen Tommy crossed the finish line. ~That gives 
‘Broup six another twenty-five points.” 

*All right!" Brian and Bobby exclaimed, 

“We're ready for the last portion of the tryout,” 
Allson said. “A few more academic questions, then 
‘We'll know which team is the winner.” 

“Aren't we way ahead?" Megan asked Lindsay. 
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There was no scoreboard, but the gang had been 
ll. 
“| think so,” Lindsay whispered excitedly. “But 
t to tackle these questions: 
net ‘After her fight with Dae ae 
more determined than ever to win. She'd show him. 
“please remember not to shout out the Geta 
Alison said. She raised an eyebrow at the ae a 
wrestlers. “Ring the bell in front of you, and ret 
on whoever rings first.” She shuffled through a s 
of index cards. “Okay. Here's your first question. 
What land negotiation took place in 1803 and more 
than doubled the size of the United States?” 

Before she had even finished reciting, the pes 
tion, the team of brains was ringing the bell. ee 
acknowledged their captain, Marvin, who xvas te 
team's answer for the team each time. 
Louisiana Purchase,” he sald in @ nigsal voice 

“Correct,” Alison sald. “For bonus points, who 
ordered the purchase, and from whom? 

“Thomas Jefferson, 
said. 

1 forgot that,” Lindsay whispered to Megan. i 
*{ couldn't ring in fast ER ae ey m 
" -—I'll be ready for the n« ju us 
Sep of Sais islands Is located in the 
south Pacific Ocean, approximately halfway between 
Sydney, Australia, and Hawaii?” Alison asked. 
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Nobody moved for a few seconds. Then the team 
hadn't scored any points rang in. "Um, like, the 
ippines?” a girl asked. 
‘I'm sorry, no. Anyone else?” Alison prompted. 
*You have three seconds.” 
hed her brain but couldn't think of 
the answer, She looked at Brian for help. He'd done 
‘a lol of traveling—didn't he know the answer? 
‘At the last second, the team of brains sounded 
tthe bell. “Samoa,” Marvin said. 
“Correct, for another twenty-five points,” Alison 
sald. Her assistant marked the score on a clipboard. 
“We have to get the next one,” Megan whispered. 
“If we don’t, the Brain Trust over there might win!” 
“This will be the final question, to determine who 
‘will represent Bayside in the Smarts and Strength 
igh school competition,” Alison said dramaticall 
Behind her, Principal Belding sat on the edge of 
his seat. He looked really nervous, as if nobody 
"might make it onto the show. 
Next to him in the bleachers, Samuel “Screech” 
Powers was fiddling with his tie. Screech had gradu- 
‘ated from Bayside a few years ago and was now Mr. 
Belding’s assistant. He was the nicest guy in the 


whole school—and the clumsiest. Screech was 
dressed in a blazer and khaki pants, but his tle was 
patterned with Goofy, and he wore purple high-tops 


Gaved by the Bell - The New Cless 


shed Alison 
‘This ts it, Megan thought as she wate! 
shuffle the cards and pull one out. Itall comes down 
to this question, and we've got to get itt 
Alison cleared her throat. "What Is the name of 
the scientific process that describes a fluld seeping 
through a semipermeable membrane?” 
Megan slammed her palm down on the bell, 
“Yes?” Alison asked. 
“Osmosis!” Megan said triumphantly. 
“Correct!” Alison said. “And now, if you'll give us 
a moment to check our tabulations, we'll announce 
the winner.” 
se cries your fingers,” Lindsay sald. She was hold- 
ing on to Tommy's sleeve. b 
Ha have to get on the show, we Just have lot 
Rachel said desperately. - 
“We kind of fell apart at the end there,” Bobby 
sald, “I kept waiting for a question about the sixty- 
ts," 
salen eer everyone,” Alison said. “First, Id like to 
thank you for trying out today—you all pul ‘out a 
great effort. And the winner is team number six! 
“That's us!” Lindsay cried. 
11m going to meet Skip Simon!” Rachel squealed. 
“We'll be on TV!" Bobby added with a grin. 


“| wonder if this gets televised In Switzerland.” 


Brian sald thoughtfully. 


‘The gang was still jumping around when Alison 
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ipproached. “Nice job,” she said, shaking their 
. “That's the kind of enthusiasm we want to 

ee when you're on the show.” 
“When is the first show?" Megan asked, 


Alison scanned the clipboard in her hand. “Your 

st match will be next Monday,” she said. 

“We'll be ready,” Megan told her, “Ready to win!” 
might have to study all weekend, but they'd be 


ere, armed with the answers, 
*Great,” Alison sald, moving away, “I'l see you then!” 
“Thanks!” Megan said, 
"Oh my gosh,” Rachel exclaimed, her eyes sud- 
lenly wide, “Now what am I going to wear? I've 
eady wasted a great outfit on this tryout.” 
Megan and Lindsay shook their heads. 
“Congratulations. team!” Mr. Belding said as they 
d the door, His face was flushed with exclte- 
‘ment, and he was grinning from ear to ear. “I guess 
‘You'll need a team name now that you're going to be 
‘TV. How about—t've got it! Team Bayside!” 
"How about Gang of Six?” Screech suggested, his 
Voice squeaking, “Or Bayside’s Best?” 
Mr. Belding shot Screech a slightly hurt look. 
"What's wrong with Team Bayside?” he asked. 
“Nothing, really,” Brian said. “It’s just—" 
“I want to have a meeting in my office in five min- 
Utes,” Mr. Belding said, cutting Brian off. His eyes 
‘were lit up again. “Screech, you'll take notes.” 
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“yes sit!” Screech followed Mr, Belding out of the 


“We did it, you guys!” Lindsay cheered. 

“was there ever any doubt?" Megan asked. 

“We can do anything If we work together.” Brian 
smiled at Rachel. “The closer together, the better.” 


eo 0° 


Five minutes later, Mr. Belding was pacing back 
and forth in his office, “I'm sure you're all aware that 
whenever a Bayside student gets any kind of publicl- 
ty, it reflects on the school,” he told the gang. “and 
that's why | know you'll agree that { should personally 
make sure you're ready for your appearance on 
‘Smarts and Strength next week.” 

“We're already ready, Mr. B.,” Tommy sald. “I 
could do that obstacle course with my eyes closed.” 

‘'m sure you could, Tommy,” Mr, Belding replied. 
“But I noticed that you were a little shaky in other 
areas. That's why I've decided to be your personal 
coach—all the way to the finals.” 

“Gee, Thanks, Mr. Belding,” Megan said. She 
tried to sound as if she thought it was a good Idea. It 
couldn't hurt to have a coach—but Mr, Belding? 

“tll be there for you night and day, day and 
night." Mr. Belding continued, waving his arms in 
the air. “I'll lecture, I'll quiz, I'll time your laps 
around the gym— 
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“Excuse me, Mr. Belding, but they only have four 
ys. And three of those four days you'll be at the 
aa conference in Arizona,” Screech pointed 
Mr, Belding groaned. “I see I'll have to miss your 
first match, But I'll coach you for the rest. of them.” 
"Get the feeling he wants to be on TV as much as 
e do?” Brian Whispered to Megan. 

Screech shook his head. “Sorry, sir, but after the 
{conference in Arizona, you have to prepare a speech 
to give to the school board on what you learn there, 

\d the week after that, you're going to a statewide 
oe meeting and then— 

“Okay, okay, | get the picture.” Mr. 

Tooked defeated. “I Just hate the idea‘ot you ke 
‘oing out there all alone to represent Bayside's 


Screech cleared his throat. Then he coughed. He 
ot up from his chair, started whistling, and stood in 
ont of Mr, Belding, He dodged as Mr. Belding tried 

to walk around him. Then he cleared his throat a 

ae ending with a high-pitched wail. 

“Hey! I've got an idea,” Mr. Beldin, 
“Screech, you've won dozens of these neal an 
tests. Why don’t you coach this team?" 

“Me? Screech acted surprised. “Why, the idea 
never crossed my mind.” He straightened up and put 
on a serious face. “I'd be honored to.” 
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“it's settled, then,” Mr. Belding sald. “Team 
Bayside officially has a coach. ‘Screech, we're count 
ing on you!" Mr. Belding clapped Sereech on the 
pack, practically knocking him to the ground. 

“Great,” Brian said sarcastically. "Now if you'll 
excuse us, It's time for a little team meeting - + - in 
private,” he added when Screech: started to follow. 

“Okay, team! Check with me tomorrow for our 
practice schedule,” Sereech crowed, “We've got a 
tough road ahead, but together we can handle it!” 

“Yeah, thanks, Screech,” ‘Tommy said, “We'll see 
you tomorrow.” 

“And remember—if you win, you'll be superstars!” 
Screech said, “And when you get rich ‘and famous, 
don't forget who helped youl” he called after the 
group as they trouped out of Mr. Belding’s office. 

Looks, | like Screech.” Brian said once they were 
out in the hallway. “He's a nice guy. But he's also 
the most uncoordinated person I've ever met in my 
entire life—and I've lived in two countries and visited 
ten more!” 

“He might be a little shaky on the athletic 
events.” Lindsay said, nodding. 

“A ilttle shaky?" Bobby scoffed. “If Screech were 
in the Olympics, they'd have to come up with anew 
kind of medal—the Scrap, Medal.” 

Everyone cracked up- {i was true, Screech was as 
clumsy as he was nice. 
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“But we don't need that much 
help wit - 
ie stuff,” Megan said, oe 
igh Lindsay agreed. “And Screech has won 
a those brain contests. Not to mention that he 
highest grade point average ever recorded at 
yale. He's practically a walking encyclopedia.” 
Bea? Tommy asked, impressed. 
“If he’s that smart, we're practically 
Francisco,” Bobby sald. . ie 
a expenses paid,” Brian added. 
wonder if Skip Simon will 2 
chel said with a little sigh, wa 
Everyone groaned as they walked toward their 


rs. 
“Wouldn't that be fantastic?” 
Rachel went 
Iblivious to the fact that halfway 
her friend: 
the hall, “Guys? Hey, guys . eal ses 
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"There was a clanging sound by the doorway, and 
one turned to see Screech coming into the 
|. He wore a Bayside sweat suit and carried a 
of encyclopedias so high that he could barely 
over the top of them. “Greetings, Team Bayside!” 

e called out. His voice was muffled by the books. 
“Let me help you with that,” Brian offered, jump- 

gto his feet. 

“No need,” Screech replied as he weaved his way 
to the teacher's desk, “I've got everything under 


pile of books onto its surface. But the top one 
{ped off—and fell right onto Lindsay's foot. 
“Ow!” Lindsay cried. “Ow ow ow!” 
“What happened?" Screech asked. He dumped 
rest of the encyclopedias onto the desktop. 
*You dropped that huge encyclopedia on her 
foot!” Tommy sald, 
“Didn't you wear your steel-toe work boots to 
chool?” Bobby asked, He lifted a tan boot into the 


Bayside met in an 
n Friday afternoon, Team 
‘aassroom for their first practice session with 


nutes late, and 

Screech. But be was already ten im! 
Megan was getting @ litle annoyed, They needed 
inute of practice they could get. ; 
oo Maybe atl knows a lot about European histo 
.” Megan murmured, 4 
a Cee think they'll ask about Europea history? 


*| don't even know that 
Bobby asked epee oa aes bab ie “This isn't funny,” Tommy sald, putting an arm 


much about what q id his girlfriend. 

ed in this state, 
CR et Naar aaa carefully fling her “We should take her to the nurse,” Megan added. 
Rachel said, looking UP. Screech looked mortified. “I'm sorry, Lindsay,” he 
nails with an emery : 

“| heard Valley has a great [Str 
Valley was een ind he stumbled. “Here, let me help!” he said. He 
were always compe g 
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“You can never be too careful.” 


d. He took a step toward her, but his sneaker 
1e two schools caught in a rope that was hanging from his shoulder 


vat team.” Bobby sald. 
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tried to untangle the rope from his foot but only got 
more tangled up. 

“No!” Lindsay cried. “I mean, ‘Tommy can take 
me.” She didn't want to hurt Screech’s feelings, even 
ihe did just break her toe, 

“Well, come back and tell us if you're okay.” 
Screech said. “And if you need to go to the hospital 
for X rays, Il drive you. And if you want some candy 
or magazines while you're there, | can pick those up 
and bring them over to you and—" 

“Screech, I'd like to get her to the nurse's office 
before her foot: swells up like a balloon,” Tommy 
said. He picked up Lindsay and carried her out the 
door. 

“1 feel terrible!” Screech wailed. “It was an accl- 
dent" 

“Of course it was, Screech,” Brian said. “I'm sure 
Lindsay will be fine.” 

“Right,” Screech said, He blew his nose and 
cleared his throat, "Now, I noticed something during 
the competition yesterday: you guys are a teensy- 
weensy bit weak on your history and geography 
facts. And you don't want to lose over something 
silly like the Boston ‘Tea Party or the Baltic states.” 

“It's not our fault we haven't had our intensive 
history seminar yet,” Bobby complained. 

“smarts and Strength doesn’t care what you've 
had in school,” Screech said darkly. “They only care 
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Hyou know the answer. So I've designed a class just 
for you: Screech’s Timetable of the Universe. And for 
geography, there’s Screech’s Stop the World Game.” 
He picked up a globe from a nearby shelf and 
brought it up to the desk. “I'll spin the globe, and 
len It-stofis, you guys tell me where my finger is." 
le spun the globe, making it go faster and faster. 
Then he put-his finger on it—and knocked the globe 
to the floor. “Whoops!” The globe half bounced, 
rolled across the floor. ‘ 
“So much for learning our countries,” Me; 
muttered, Maybe hat an wae 
ich a hot ae a ii ae 
“Well, there's alw: 
Peel theteisiaiwags the famous geography 
*You mean, ‘We Are the World'?” Bobby asked. 


“No, not that." He hummed a few note: 
3 of “Row, 
Row Your Boat,” “Is everyone ready?" 
"Ready for what?” Rachel asked, 
‘Boston, Massachusetts; Concord, New Hampshire; 
dence, Rhode Is—land,” Screech ft 
wall map of the fifty states, pert 


“How am I supposed to learn all the states and 
eapitals by Monday?” Brian replied. “I just got to this 
T just gc 
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“You'd better handle the world geography ques- 
tions,” Megan told him. “Europe, Asia, Africa— 

“Pay close attention,” Screech sang. “because 
after this you're going to sing it with me.” He fin- 
ished off the verse, then held his hands up like a 
chorus director. “All together now; Bismarck, North 
Dakota; Denver, Colorado; Cheyenne, Wyoming. 
‘Screech's voice cracked on the "Wy" in “Wyoming, 

Megan sighed and leaned back in her seat, If 
Screech was going to sing his way through history, 
too, they were in for a long afternoon. 
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Brian couldn't get used to going to work on 
Saturday afternoon. He was usually hanging out 
with his friends at the mall or the Max. But here he 
was, standing behind the counter dressed in a poly- 
ester shirt with a little chicken on the pocket and a 

with a floppy beak. 
ia Might carve start reaping the benefits, he 
thought. He dumped a basket of Super Spicy Spuds 
Into the bin to be salted and peppered. “Spectal 
ingredient," he muttered to himself. “Yeah, right.” He 
scooped some fries into a bag and started to munch, 

“Are you Brian?” a girl with long blond hair 
asked. She was dressed in the Pickin’ Chicken unt- 
form, too. 

“Yup.” Brian said. 
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"I'm Wendy. How's it going?” She smiled and 
ited her cap. “I hate this hat. I can't belleve my 
makes us wear them.” 


“Yeah. Mr. Hansen, He's the owner— 
“Your dad's ithe owner? Wow,” Brian sald, He'd 
lave to watch himself around her—he didn't want 
ing getting back to his boss. 
“I must have told him about a hundred times, 
d, nobody wants to wear a hat with a bird on it,’ I 
hope nobody | know from school comes by, or 
im going to die of humiliation. 1 usually dress a lot 
etter than this. Hey,” she went on, “do you go to 
ley. too? I don't remember seeing you around.” 
“I go to Bayside,” Brian explained. 
“I quess we're not supposed to get along, then,” 
Wendy said with a giggle. “| mean, Bayside and 
ley are huge rivals. But I don't really care about 
ly of that stuff: Like 1 said, I just hope nobody from 
ley comes by today, or I will just be totally, com- 
pletely embarrassed, | told my dad to change the 
al. or | wouldn't work here. But I have to work, 


Just then a customer came in, and Brian stepped 
Up to the register to take her order. Wendy was sup- 
posed to get the food while he rang it up. But she 
had pulled out a tiny pocket mirror and was adjust- 
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ing her cap some more. So Brian made the change 
jed the order himself. 
mons the customer was gone, Wendy put the 
mirror away and turned back to Brian. *Fifleen 
hours a week. How does he expect me to find that 
much time to work here? | mean, really. I'm only 
doing this because I ran up a huge phone bill talk- 
ing to some friends | met at camp last summer g 
Maine,” Wendy said. She rolled up the sleeves o 
her uniform shirt. “So it was my dad's brillant 
{dea that I work here in order to pay for it, One 
thing you have to know about my dad: He gets 
mad really fast, like in about two seconds. So right 
after he opened the phone bill, he was, like, 
“Wendy, you're going to pay this off and you're 
start now," 
Se naw about huge phone bills,” Brian said. “I 
had one right after | moved here from Switzerland, 
te 
Beanie tors Switzerland? You are seriously from 
Switzerland?” Wendy said excitedly, “I thought you 
had some kind of weird accent, but | wasn't sure. 
Probably because she's been talking nonstop since 

she got here, Brian thought. “Well, yeah,” he said. 
“I'm from Switzerland.” 

: "cool Wendy exclaimed, “You know, the summer 
before last—the summer before I went to Maine—we 
went to France. I mean, ! know it’s not Switzerland, 
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it anyway, 1 Just loved it over there. | can't wait to 
@ back. Of course {t would have been much more 
n if | weren't with my parents and my dopey little 
brother, He insisted on going to every single fast-food 
estauran| In France instead of letting us eat real 
food. But'of course my dad loved that because he 
kept saying he wanted to open some franchise or 
Something in, like, Paris. ‘I'm sure, Dad,’ | kept say- 
Ing, ‘I'm sure you're going to open a Pickin’ Chicken 
tight by the Eiffel Tower," 
Brian laughed, The idea of this restaurant being 
splanted (o France was pretty funny, / can see 
how she got such an expensive phone bill, (oo, he 
thought, She hadn't stopped talking yet. “Oops— 
Customers,” he said, hurrying to the register. 

“One chicken sandwich combo, two Super Spicy 
‘Spuds, an orange soda, and a large Burger Supreme," 
woman said. “To go," 

Brian rang everything up and turned to Wendy, 
Expecting her to be getting the order ready to go. 
“After Paris we went to see all those huge man- 
Sions—what are they called?" she asked him. 
*Chateaus. Yeah. Anyway— 

“Wendy, | think we need some more Spuds," 
Brian sald, He scooped the last of the thick fries into 
@ bag for the customer, 

“How do you make these again?” Wendy asked, 
Brian opened the freezer and pointed to a huge 
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of bags. “Open one of those and dump the 
ies inthe fryer and put the basket down. ie 
the timer beeps, put the fries in the bin, salt an 
pepper ‘em, and fill the bags.” He hurried back to the 
register, where new customers were walting, | 
‘As he was taking orders, Brian glanced over 
shoulder to see how Wendy was doing, She sure was 
taking her time getting the potato bag open. eal 
“I's funny, isn't {t, how these are called Fe 
fries,” Wendy babbled. “I mean, everywhere except s 
because my dad came up with a different name E 
them—but then in France, they're something ee 
somebody told me they weren't even really SS 3 
originally.” Wendy leisurely dumped the ee 
Into the basket and dropped it into the hot oll as 
scrambled around getting sandwiches and drinks, ; 
“Just a few minutes, folks, on the Super ang 
Spuds,” Brian told the waiting customers. "If you 
like to sit down, 1'll bring them to you. 
“Mine are to go,” one woman complained. | 
“Right. Well, we like to make them fresh for you, 
Brian said. He flashed her his most charming smile, 
“Fresh is fine, but I don't have all day,” the woman 
Serie going to be a lot harder than I thought, Brian 
told himself. Especially with a chatterbox for a & 
worker. He rang up another order as a group of be 
from Bayside came in. But my new bike will be worth 
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“Nice hat, Keller!” one of them shouted, And 
Somebody else started clucking at him. 
Atleast I hope it will. 


oo 0 


“Is it even?” Megan asked. It was Monday morn- 
Ing, and she and Bobby were holding up a banner 
Inside the school's front doors. surport TEAM naYsIDE— 
WATCH SMARTS AND STRENGTH TODAY! STUDIO ‘TICKETS Sri. 
Avaitanus! it announced. 

Lindsay limped down the steps to get a better 
Took. “A little higher on the right. No, that's too 
much. A little lower, There!” 

The gang had made the banner the night before, 
after a three-hour study session with Screech in 
Lindsay's living room, Since she still couldn't walk 
Very well, everyone had come to her house. 

“Are you sure we want everyone to watch?” Bobby 
Said. “Td hate for everyone to watch us lose," 

“We'll never win with an attitude like that." Megan 
Scolded as the threesome headed down the hall, 

“Sorry. I guess I'm Just a Ilttle nervous about 
being watched by thousands of people,” Bobby said, 

Lindsay leaned against the wall. “Megan's right, 
‘We have to be confident." 

“Does your foot still hurt?" Bobby asked. 

Lindsay nodded. “It's about twelve different 
Shades of purple and blue. But at least nothing's 
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broken.’ She'd been icing and soaking her foot so 
muuch that she'd hardly had time to do anything else 
all weekend. 

Just then, Dave Williams came around the corner, 
“pxcuse me,” he said, giving Megan an angry look. 

~Gladly. Megan sald, stepping aside so he could 
get to his locker, 

Lindsay's mouth dropped open. What was going 
on between Megan and Dave? 

Lindsay hobbled over to Megan's side. “What's 
going on with Dave?” she whispered. “Did you guys 
have a fight?” 

Megan nodded. "We sort of broke up, 100,” she 
said flatly. 

"Oh, Megan,” Lindsay sald, putting a hand ont her 
friend's shoulder. “I'm sorry.” 

“To tell you the truth, I don't really care,” Megan 
sald, She slammed her locker door shut. "I just want 
to win that trip to San Francisco—to show everyone 
that we're the best.” 

Lindsay frowned, She knew that. Megan liked 
Dave a lot, Their fight must be upsetting her, even if 
she didn't want to admit it. Maybe that, was why she 
as so focused on the competition—so she wouldn't 
have to think about Dave. I'm glad I'm not in Megan's 
shoes, Lindsay thought as she headed to homeroom. 
Except that if 1 were, I wouldn't be limping! 


chaPte, 
! j 


his is hardly what. 1 expected,” Mi 
¢ looked around the KBAY studio retkaes 
ng room, where they'd been told to wait before 
first show. Racks of clothes and costumes were 
up against the walls, A cracked mirror hung 
front of a tiny dressing table. And a wooden 
ich, right by the door, was the only place to sit, 
“Yeah. You'd think they'd at least have hair and 
ci stylists back here for u 
wusily applying a fresh coat of ruby red 
“1 still think it's exciting,’ Se eis 
thile we're here, you might want to think about 
‘changing your clothes, Rachel,” she added. She ges- 
tured to a rack of pants. 
“why? Don't I,look okay?” Rachel stood back 
from the mirror a few feet and turned right, then left. 
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“You look fantastic,” Brian said, gazing admiring- 
ly at her. “The only problem fs, you're not going to be 
able to do any of the athletic events.” 

Bobby nodded as he paced back and forth, 
“Unless they add something involving crawling.” 

Rachel looked down at her long, tight-fitting red 
skirt. She was wearing a red-and-black patterned 
oversize blouse, and on her feet, red pumps with 
short heels, Everyone else had on T-shirts, jeans, 
and sneakers, 

“Oh, Skip's not going to make me run the obsta- 
cle course.” Rachel said, laughing. “He'll take one 
look at me and . . . well, he'll just know that I should 
do something more . . . delicate. Besides, what are 
the chances of me getting picked?” 

“Well, I'm no math genius. but one in six, | 
think,” Tommy said. 

“I'm not worried,” Rachel said. She leaned closer 
to the mirror and touched up her mascara. 

Well, we are worried! Megan wanted to say. Did 
Rachel think she was the only person on their team? 

There was a knock on the door. “Everyone 
decent?" a deep male voice asked. 

“Oh my gosh.” Rachel blushed. “It’s him." 

“Come in!" Megan said. 

Skip Simon stepped through the doorway, wear- 
ing his usual black tuxedo jacket and sweatpants. 
Up close, Megan could see that he had makeup on 
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‘Howdy, everyone. Welcome to Smarts and 
Have you had time to review all the rules? 

“re so, 80 happy to have you here.” He sounded like 
Uprerecortled message on an answering machine. 

“My name's Megan Jones,” Megan said, stepping 

, “Tm the team’s captain, and these are my 
lends Bobby, Brian, Lindsay, Tommy, and—" 

“Rachel.” Rachel sidled up to Skip and smiled at 

. “It is such an honor to meet you, Mr. Simon." 

"Call me Skip," he said with a shrug, 

"Really? Skip?” Rachel looked as if she might 
int. “You know, I'm a huge fan of yours, I just 
lore the way you ask those questions every week- 

day afternoon. It's so exeiting to meet you.” 

“It's wonderful to meet you, too,” Skip replied in a 
Phony-sounding voice, “So you guys will need to be 
‘Onstage in’ five minutes. And remember to run out 
jumping and cheering, 

“No problem,” Tommy told him, “We are one hun- 
‘dred percent pumped.” 

“Fantabulous,” Skip said. “Well, good luck!" He 


“smiled and ducked out of the room. 


Rachel leaned against the wall and sigh 
ed, 
a hunk," she murmured. paca 


“You guys psyched and read 8 
ly to go?” Megan 
asked, ignoring Rachel's comment. 
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“You bet,” Brian said. 

“Totally.” Tommy nodded. 

stm ao excited we're going to be on Tt” Lindsay sald 

Teexelted isn't exactly the word | would use.” 
Bobby fiddied with the doorknob nervously, His 
hands were shaking. 

’as they headed out to the stage, Rachel pictured 
herself ringing the buzzer. Skip would turn to her 
with that gorgeous smile, She'd answer a question 
About NASA's space program. Then one about the 
timate in Greenland. And then, amazing everyone, 
she'd come up with an answer about an obscure 
part of French history. The scoreboard behind Skip 
rrould flash wildly, "Rachel, you've won all the points 
for your team!" Skip would ery. He'd put his arms 
mound her waist and swing her around. “You're $0 
brilliant and so beau—" 

Rachel, | need you to help Bobby!” Megan said, 
Interrupting Rachel's daydream. “| think he's got. 
stage fright!” 

‘Rachel snapped back to reality and saw Bobby 
standing on the side of the stage. his knees knocking 
together. She hurried over to him. “Its okays Bobby.” 
she said, taking his arm. 

“1-1 can't do il," he whispered frantically. “I even 
failed public speaking!” 

Just pretend that no one else is here,” Rachel 
sald, She slowly led’ him over to thelr section of the 
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pa if that doesn't work, picture everyone in 


And now, Team Shorewood Hills, a question for 
peste Simon turned to them and smiled 
ndsay glanced at the scoreboard dai 
i nglin 
ee Skip's head. Bayside 110, Shorewood ‘alle 
rT p they ne winning, but not by much. 
en discussing computer technology, whi 
“does the term CD-ROM stand for?" Skip aed * 
Everyone on the team looked at each other. 
“Three seconds,” Skip said, 
Be compact disc, random . . , random 
‘order. . .” The buzzer went off, were 
ie , indicating they were 
“Incorrect!” Skip said. “Team Baj 
|. side, 
ike to give it a shot?” ae 
“Compact Disc Read-Onl % 
_ Se ly Memory,” Megan 
“Excellent! Twenty point u 
Bee 'y points for Bayside!” Skip 
a the small studio audience cheered. The 
as a rooting for Shorewood Hills, booed. 
jumped to his feet “Bravo, 
pc et and shouted “Bravo, 
“Back to You, Bayside. What 5} 
. port has its hall 
fame in Springfield, Massachu— # 
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“Basketball,” Bobby answered without missing a beat, 
“That {s correct! Add another twenty,” Skip 
the scorekeeper. 
ae go. Bobby,” Lindsay wlbneres: She was 
x sovered from his nervot . 
a Gun for your final academic ques~ 
tion before our next sporting event. Name the French 
term that means to know how to act, 
*Capiche,” a girl aa 
4 's Italian. Bayside’ 
Dr ected as pw on the Bayside team 
turned to him. “Savoir faire,” he said. , 
“another twenty points!” Skip crowed. "We'l 
pause for a station break and return with more ath- 
Jetic events, Will today’s teams prove: that they’ pe 
strong as they think?" Skip flashed his winning 
smile at the camera, then winked, “Stay tuned! 
‘The Bayside students in the audience roared as 
the show went to a commercial break, 5 
“All right!” Megan clapped. “We're winning! 
“We're totally winning,” Brian said. “! can't believe 
this ts." " 
hes believe he's not coming over to talk to us, 
Rachel complained, gazing at Skip. He was getting 
his hair and makeup touched up by a stylist. 
“Rachel, he's supposed to be impartial, Lindsay said, 
“fe can't give special treatment to one of the teams, 
“He seems pretty phony, anyway,” Brian added. 
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says the same things over and over with his little 
and smiles. And he uses cue cards—even 
gh he says the same things every day!” 
Rachel looked at Brian as if he'd just sald that 
Mother Teresa was a phony. “Brian, how can you—" 
“And we're back with the first match in our area 
schopl competition!” Skip sald as the audience 
roke into applause, “Pay close attention, folks, 
ause this one’s going down to the wire.” 
“Not.” Megan said under her breath. 
_ "We've worked our way up to the most exciting 
ent of the afternoon: the rope climb! Our contes- 
its will run a short sprint across the stage, climb 
over a six-foot wall—with the help of a rope—then 
n a few more yards to the finish line. Now, let’s see 
yho our lucky contestants will be!” Skip reached 
Into a box on the podium labeled SHOREWOOD and 
pulled out a name. “For Shorewood Hills, Kurt 
jompson!” he exclaimed. As Shorewood fans 
red, Kurt ran over to the starting line. 
Then Skip rummaged in the box labeled BAY- 
SIDE, Lindsay was glad she'd already been picked 
for an athletic event because it meant that her name 
Was no longer in the hat. She crossed her fingers, 
hoping Rachel's name wouldn't be picked, There was 
‘fo way she could climb a wall in that outfit, 
“For Bayside, Tommy DeLuca!” Skip announced. 
“All right!” Brian cheered. Everyone gave Tommy 
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a high five before he ran over to the starting line. 

A minute later, the two contestants were in a 
crouched position, “On your mark,” Skip said, rais- 
ing his hand over his head, "Get set . . . GO!” 

‘Tommy and Kurt were neck and neck as they 
raced to the wall. Grabbing the rope, Tommy pulled 
himself up. He used his feet to push against the wall 
and lifted one hand above the other. Gasping, he 
reached the top and dropped down to the other side. 
When he reached the finish line, Kurt was still strug- 
ling to get over the top of the wall. 

“Twenty more points!" Skip called as Team Bayside 
Jumped up and down. They were on their way! 


000 


“Hey, Megan—was it as fun as it looked?” some- 
one called as she walked into biology class. 

"You were awesome,” Marvin Melvin agreed, 
pushing his glasses up the bridge of his nose. 

“Thanks, you guys.” Megan satd, beaming. It felt 
great to get all this attention, But where was the one 
person she really wanted the attention from? 

She dug into her bag and pulled out a notebook. 
When she looked up. her heart skipped a beat. Dave 
was walking down the aisle she was sitting in, What 
was he going to say to her? 

But a second later, Dave walked right by without 
saying a word. 
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So much for recognition, Megan thought. She 
ed they weren't giving each other the silent 
freatment. She missed Dave, But if he was going to 
ignore her, she could ignore him, too. 

‘Turning to the front of the classroom, she opened 
her notebogk as Mr. Matthews started his lecture. 


it went-in one ear and out the other, So she 
d jotting down things she wanted the team to 


fright. She didn't want that cropping up again. 
“Megan?” Mr. Matthews said, “I'm afraid you 
didn't hear me the first time. What are the major 
functions of fat in the body?” 
Megan looked up at the teacher, her mind a com- 
“plete blank. 
"Well, I sce you're too worn out from your new 
areer in entertainment to pay attention in class,” 
; Matthews said, “And I'd like to remind you that 
ere your answers count for more than twenty 
points. Now, would you come to the board, please?” 
Megan got up and walked to the front of the 
‘Toom, When she turned around, she saw Dave 
‘smirking at her, 
___ He thinks I cah't do everything and do it well, she 
thought. But I'll show him. 


4 


ohaPtey 


bal ‘our eighty, five hundred . . .” Brian counted 
the stack of twenties in his hand. He'd counted the 
money three times, and {t always came up the same: 
jars short, 
ner ih the money down and gazed around the 
back office. This was only his second time closing 
the restaurant, and he didn't want anything to go 
. He needed this Job. 
ee ai Wendy. Ee you'd never know it by the 
way she lounged around, She hardly lifted a finger to 
help even when it was incredibly busy. Working with 
her was almost worse than having to work alone. 
Tonight she'd actually stood at the cash register 
and taken orders—for about ten minutes out of the 
four hours she was supposed to be working. 
Wait a second, Brian got a sudden image in his 
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d. Wendy was dropping some money on the floor 
Teaning down to grab it. Maybe she didn’t put it 
he thought. Maybe she forgot. Wendy would 
take money from the Pickin’ Chicken register, 
id she? 
‘He was still pondering the situation when the 
ce door opened and Mr. Hansen walked in, “Hello, 
|. | came by to get the night deposit. Everything 


“Well. . ." Brian looked at the cash sales report, 
at the stack of neatly counted and arranged 
. "Uh, yeah,” he said, standing up. “But 1 left 
thing up front. I'll be right back.” He grabbed 
cash report from the desk and hurried down the 
ll and into the restaurant, 
“Isn't my dad done yet?" Wendy asked, "Because 1 
have to be home and in bed by ten, or else I get 
really big circles under my eyes and then, it’s 
, hello, | just came out of a crypt.” 
Brian smiled, Wendy had a tendency to make 
thing seem dramatic, “Listen, the register is 
enty dollars short, | was wondering if you found 
iny money while you were cleaning.” He didn’t want 
6 come right out and suggest that she'd done any- 
ng wrong. After all, he didn't really know, 
“Uh, no,” she said quickly. “And 1 just mopped 
ie floor, There wasn't anything down there except a 
ich of Spicy Spuds and ten million bun crumbs.” 


Saved by the Bell « The New Class 


+so you didn’t see any money?” Brian asked 
® epid one of us maybe drop a twenty-dollar 
pill or put it in the wrong place or something? I've 
got to find it or I'm going to be in hot water with, 
your dad.” 

“| don't remember seeing anything out of the 
ordinary: | mean, It was so busy,” Wendy sald evar 
sively. She twirled a lock of hair around her finger, 

Tell me about (t, Brian thought, "Well, then | 
guess we're Just twenty dollars short and—* 

“What? We're twenty dollars short?” Mr. Hansen 
was walking toward them, 

Brian cleared his throat. “Tm sorry, sir. 1 can't 
figure it out, But the money here {s twenty dollars 
Jess than it should be.” 

“Maybe we rang in too many items, like, some- 
thing that we didn't really sell,” Wendy suggested. 

*{ doubt that!" Mr. Hansen bellowed, ‘Then his face 
tumed red, as if he were about to blow his stack. 

He's going to fire me! Brian thought, panicking, 
“sir, 'm not sure what happened, but you can take 
the money out of my pay.” 

Mr. Hansen's face relaxed. “Are you sure?” 

“Well, there's no way of knowing who made the 
mistake.” Brian sald. “And somebody's got to take 
responsibility.” Twenty dollars now, and I'll get to 
keep this job, It's a small sacrifice. 

Mr. Hansen slapped Brian on the back. “You're 
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an honest, responsible young man,” he said, 
{'s why I've decided to make you my assistant 
it manager. Effective tomorrow, you'll be making 
extra fifly cents an hour.” 
ie you, sir,” Brian said. “You won't regret 
leymay have been 
pee nae! out twenty bucks, but the 
*Congratulations,” We 
eS lendy said, a big smile plas- 
What ts she so happy about? Brian wondered. 
e isn't getting anything out of this. . . unless Ijust 
put back the twenty dollars she (ook. Whatever had 
happened with the missing money, Brian was going 
fo watch Wendy a little more carefully from now on. 
He wasn't about to cough up four hours’ worth of 
wages (o cover for a co-worker who didn’t pull her 
‘welght—no matter who her father was. 


00° 


“Remember, the strategy behind win 
“Bet too tense,” Screech said. peek 
“1 couldn't be more relaxed,” Mey c 
." Megan said. “We 
pulverized Shorewood Hills, and now we' 
. we're 
all over Adams High." ae 
“Megan, you sound like you're in an act 
tion-hero: 
Movie,” Lindsay sald. “We're not ti 
Bes os ot trying to Kill the 


“Speak for yourself,” Tommy said, “I want to win 


55 


Saved by the Bell The New Cless 


’s been winning, and 
no matter what. | heard Valley's 

wre can't lose before they do.” He peeked through the 
curtains, “Mr. Belding ts here. And there's Dave 
Williams with a bunch of his friends.” 

Lindsay whacked Tommy, and he looked apolo- 
etic. "Oops, sorry,” he said to Megan. “T keep forget- 
ting you guys broke up.” 

nea te okay. Megan sald. She was secretly excited 
that he had come to the taping. 

“Mr. Belding said he's taking @ personal interes! 
tm each and every one of your academic TV sporting 
tareers," Screech explained. Then he wrinkled his 
forehead in confusion. ‘Or was t TV sporting acade- 


“But who can blame hin? It’s fan.” 

[t's a total blast!” Bobby agreed. 

Everyone looked at him, After his bout of stage 
fright earlier that week, they weren't sure whether he 
was telling the truth. “ 

“{'m totally calm,” he said. “Honest, 

“Hey, has anyone seen Rachel?” Lindsay asked, 
checking her watch. “She sald she was going to the 
bathroom, but that was ten minutes ago" 

“She's probably touching up her makeup, Brian 
said. “She could be in there for hours. A 

“Here I am!" Rachel hurried down the hallway. 1 
was just changing into my TV outfit.” 
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Everyone groaned, but when Rachel peeled off 
er red jacket they saw that she was wearing the 

white | LEARNED IT ALL AT BAYSIDE T-shirt 
‘as everyone else, Mr, Belding had had the T-shirts 
printed and was selling them all over school, Rachel 
had red jeans on, too, and a red velvet tie around 
ther ponytail. “Good thing Mr. Belding put that 
slogan in red writing, or | wouldn't have been able to 
‘coordinate this,” she said, pulling a wisp of hair 
‘back into her ponytail, 
“Rachel, they say fantasy {s part of life, but how 
‘about a real date with me this weekend?” Brian asked, 
“*Dhave Sunday night off, and we could see a movie. ..” 
“I don't know,” Rachel said. “I might have to go 
“shopping. I'm running out of red outfits, and 'd die 
before I wore the same thing twice.” She took a tube 
of lipstick out of her pocket and put on yet another 
coat of what she called Skip Simon Red. 

“Rachel, wait a sec. 1 think you have something—,” 

‘Bobby began. 
“And now, representing Bayside High School, 
here are Lindsay, Tommy, Rachel, Brian, Bobby, and 
their team captain, Megan!” the announcer boomed 
ito the microphone. 

Megan threw back the curtains and ran onto the 
stage, her teammates right behind her. 

“Welcome back, Adams High. Nice to see you 
again, Bayside.” Skip grinned at both teams. 


57 


Saved by the Bell - The New Class 


“thanks.” Tommy replied. 

Rachel edged closer to Skip. She cleared her 
throat, When Skip didn’t look her way, she cleared 
her throat again, making a loud, pathetic whine. 
|. great job answering tne ques- 


tion about ub 
How to stop a run in panty hose” Rachel smiled. 


“1 just knew there'd be something in my particular 
field of knowledge eventually. Not that patching 
panty hose with clear nail polish is what I'm plan- 
ring to do with my life, 1 hope to become a model. 
Either that or an actress.” She tossed her head a lit- 
tle so he could see how shiny her halr was. 
interesting,” Skip muttered. “So. who's this?” He 
turned to Mr. Belding, who had come onto the stage 
to congratulate the team. 
“this is our principal, Mr, Balding—1 mean, Mr. 
Belding,” Bobby said with a nervous laugh. He 
stepped away as Mr, Belding frowned at him. 
“A pleasure, sir,” Skip said, shaking his hand. 
cLikewise.” Mr. Belding beamed. then seemed to 
glance around for any cameras that, might still be 
‘on. “How about those T-shirts, gang? Did they bring 
you luck or what?” 
the T-shirts are great. Mr. B., but tuck was only 
part of it.” Megan told him, "The rest was brainpower, 
athletic prowess, and top-of-the-line coaching.” 
Screech grinned. 
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‘You've got a great team here,” Skip said. 

“Thank you, Skip,” Rachel crooned. “That really 
ns a lot, coming from you.” 

“They are a great team,” Mr. Belding sald. “And 

going to get even better because I've got & 


’ i 
ie igood luck with it, and I'll see you next 
Skip sald. "Have a fantabulous weekend!” He 
ged off toward the backstage area. 
“How can I have a great weekend when | won't 
e him at all?” Rachel moaned. 
Hey, Mr. B., what's this about @ plan?” Tommy 


Mr. Belding smiled at 


| “It's going to be great.” 
em, “Trust me.” 


000 


*Now, you've gotten a lot better with all your aca- 
ic answers,” Mr, Belding sald. It was Monday 
‘oon, and he'd called the team together for a 
ing in the gym. “But your athletic events . . « 
|. 'm afraid you seem to be getting worse.” 

Everyone swiveled their heads to look at Screech. 
“What's everybody looking at me for?” Screech 

|, looking a little hurt. 

“Because last time we checked, chess was not 
ne of the athletic events on Smarts and Strength.” 
replied. 
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c events,” Megan Steele 1s Bayside’s top fitness trainer, she might 
protested. “We might Thave lost one or two eacll jable to help out. I'm sure she doesn't think any of 
game, but that's not very much.” Wu are wimpy, Do you, Mrs. Steele?” he sald ina 
{t might not be much now, put in the semifinals. take-charge voice. 
and finals, it could be the difference between win No, But you, Belding, are looking a lttle flabby 
ning and losing,” inder the arms there.” She squeezed his biceps. 
decided to bring “dust gel! going on the team!” he said as he 
specialist. An ‘experienced athlete Who— sled out of her grasp. 
you want?” bellowed Mrs. prepare to die,” Megan whispered to Rach “it 
Steele, one of the girls’ gym teachers. She spoke “All right, kids, get to your feet. We'll start with 
through a bullhorn that ‘was hanging from a strap jome calisthenics. Ready and— Mrs. Steele 
around her neck. Dressed in bagey Bray sweatpants shed into a jumping Jack, “Byerything in sets of 
fand a large gray sweatshirt, she looked like a mill: Hundred. Jumping jacks, sit-ups, toe touches...” 


«we did fine In the athleti 


grandma. “| can't do ten sit-ups.” Rachel panted. 

/.Gh no, it's the human tan” Megan said under “No talking while exercising!” Mrs, Steele shouted 
her breath, Just last year, the gang had pulled every ihrough the bullhorn. “Drop and give me fifty.” 
scheme they could think of to keep Mrs. Steele from “Fifty what?" Rachel asked, her eyes wide. 


“push-ups. young lady,” Mrs, Steele sald. 
But I can't even do five push-ups.” Rachel com- 


chaperoning a camping trip. 
“Mrs, Steele, thank you for 


coming. Remember 


about at lunch? k 
4 Mrs. Steele looked horrified. “We'll see about ‘that! 


of them up and down. the end of today, you're going to be in Al shape!” 
Bayside are resting “in one day? Hasn't she heard of ‘overexercising?” 
Indsay grumbled. 
“Mrs. Steele hasn't even heard that sweats come 
in colors besides gray,” Megan said. 
sSereech might have been uncoordinated, but at 
st he was human,” Bobby said as he tried to 


Mrs, Steele looked each 
“pre you telling me the hopes of 


Tommy took a st 
calting wimpy?” he asked, ving her 
Srey orarsiira) Steeles calm down.” Mr. 
Belding said nervously. “| just thought that since 
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catch his breath. ‘Next they launched into their hun 
dred toe touches: 
‘Tommy wiped the sweat off his forehead with his 
-p-shirt sleeve. “I don't think Coach ever made us 
actice this hard.” 
: “Follow me!” Mrs. Steele shouted into the bull 
and chatting! Keep 
home without a trophy: 
pride and dignity.” 
swell, if you're going to put It that way.” Brian 
started jogging around the gym. following Mrs- 
Steele's lead. “4 
“Sure, make the rest of us look bad,” Bobby 
grumbled as’ he ran after them. 
*gix laps, and then we move into the weight 
room! Hurry, people, we don't have all day!” Mrs. 
‘lied. 
asia goodness,” Megan grumbled. “She'd have 
us exercising twenty-four hours ina row!” 


e... question, Bayside. Answer this correctly 
d you win, If you miss {t and Kennedy answers 
{tl be a tle and we'll go into our super spe- 
bonus tiebreaker round,” Skip said dramatically, 
Lindsay crossed her fingers. Everyone on the 
yyside team leaned forward, anticipating the ques 
. Beside her, Bobby was drumming his fingers 
st the table. Megan let out a deep breath, And 
could see Screech in the front row, practically 
g off the edge of his seat. 
“Name the biological process by which a single 
cell divides into two identical cells,” Skip said. 
Everyone on the team looked at each other, 


‘Megan nodded. 


“Megan?” Skip*asked, “For a chance to play in 
he finals this Friday . . . a chance to win an all- 
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go tell me, Whose idea was it to appear on the 


weekend trip to San Francisco + 


expenses-pald 
what is the answer?” 
“skip, that biological process 
Megan said with a grin, 
“you are correct!” Skip cried. “Bayside is going '° 
the finals!” 
The Bayside students In the audience roared 
their applause as the theme music started UP: 
All rightl” Bobby cried. 
We did itt” Rachel shouted. 
“was there ever any doubt?” Megan asked with 


shrug. Then she started Taughing, and the whole 
group gathered Ina circle for a hug: erty much," Megan sald, “Brian Just mov < 


spxcuse me—Megan Jones?” sre, but the rest of us have known each other prac- 
Megan turned around ‘and saw a man wearing & Ucally forever.” 
suit smiling at her. “Tell me about your strategy,” Mr. Raffella said. 
“HI, My name's -well, 1 guess our strategy 1s for each of us to rely, 
held out his hand. on our strengths. For instance, mine 18 . + « well, 
‘a story on your tearm.” almost anything, really.” Megan smiled as the 
sGoo},” Megan said, nodding Over the reporter shotographer accompanying the reporter took her 
shoulder, she saw a HUBE group of Bayside student icture. She hoped Dave was still watching. 
celebrating thelr ‘yin—ineluding Dave. Only he wasn't 


“Mine, actually,” Megan sald. 

Lindsay raised an eyebrow. As far as she could 
ber, it had been her idea. Megan hadn't even 
tof Smarts and Strength until Lindsay told her 
watch it a couple of weeks ago, 
tive gat this terrific group of friends, we're all 
and 1 just thought, well, why not? What do 
@ have to lose?” Megan continued. 

tYou do seem to be a tight group here.” Mr 
fella sald, "Have you been friends for long?” 


5 would be mitosis.” 


“{'m a reporter, and I'd like to do 


te that why you're the team captain?” Mr, 
fella asked. 
“Well, kind of.” Megan sald. 
m a natural leader.” 

“she's the team captain 
herself that.day in the gym, 
my, “Remember?” 


if that’s okay. | “| guess It's because 


you're the 


assume since you're 
right person to talk to?" Mi: 

“oh, definitely.” Megan sald glancing at Dave- 
“Great. I'd lke to do a profile 


because she appointed 
* Lindsay whispered to 
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y finally walked 
hour ago!” Brian sald when she 
through the door. "Do you have any idea how hard it 
ts to handle the six o'clock dinner rush all alone?” 
“| didn't realize it was so late,” Wendy said non- 
chalantly. 
“That's it?” Brian said. 
Well, L.- 7 
“you forgot you have to be at work at a certain 
time?” 
rm sorryl Something came up! Something horri- 
ble and terrible and—" Wendy's lip started trembling. 
Before Brian could tell her it was all right, she burst 
into tears. 
vit’s okay. You're here now,” Brian sald. He was 
feeling a Iittle guilty for coming down on her so hard. 
He handed her a napkin, "What's wrong?” 
Wendy sniffled. “Just the worst thing that can 
possibly happen. You know I told you how I had all 
ends I met night? ne 
there was this gu! with, 
now that I've been making 
{t_would be okay for me to call him, 6 
fand"—she sniffled again—“he told me he's got a 
jew girlfriend.” 
5 ee Brian sald, patting her arm comfortingly. 
“That's a terrible thing to hear over the phone.’ He 


was really feeling guilty now. 
“I'll get over it 1 guess,” Wendy sobbed. She 


70 


May the Best Team Win 


iped her tears with a napkin and heaved a big sigh. 
“1 can help now. Just let me punch in.” 

Brian followed her into the kitchen to get some 

toes for the Spicy Spuds. Out of the corner of 
‘his eye, he saw her fiddle with the clock, 

What, ts she doing? he wondered as he headed 
‘pack into the kitchen. When he passed the time 
clock, he-did a double take. Wendy had changed 
the hands on the clock so it looked like she'd 
punched In on time! Brian didn’t think a time clock 
could be changed. But Wendy had managed it 
somehow. 

I guess it helps to be the boss's daughter, he 
thought as he dumped the frozen potatoes into the 
‘poo! of simmering oll. I wonder {f she mace up that 
‘story about her ex-boyfriend, too. . . « 


000 


“What's it called?” Lindsay asked as she sat down 
{na comfortable chair in Mr, Belding's office, 

“The Greatest Triumphs in History,” Mr. Belding 
said. He slid the tape into the VCR. “I thought you 
guys could use a little motivational help.” 

“We're feeling pretty motivated already,” Megan 
said. 
“Speak for yourself,” Brian mumbled. He rested 
his head on’ his hands. “I had to work until ten 
o'clock the past two nights, then do my homework. 
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‘And then worry about trying to cram American histo~ 
for our show tomorrow.” 

us “only one more day, and Bayside's name will go 

down in history,” Mr. Belding said proudly. He 


in history 
gence and cunnin, 
of the modern worl Se 
one started shiftin, chairs, 
oat ‘Tommy mouthed to Lindsay. She had 
Just poked Brian because he'd started snoring. 

“Do you see what I'm talking about? | mean, did 
the Russians give up when the Germans took over 
their country? Did they let Moscow fall? No!” Mr. 

red his fist on his desk. 
i eae B., we appreciate what you're trying 
to do, but that was World War Il, We're talking about 
alittle match against Valley,” Tommy sald, | 

“The matches have been closer every time, 
Screech pointed out. “And tomorrow you're compet- 
ing against Valley. You can't rest on your laurels. 

“Laurel isn't even on our team, Screech, Rachel 
said. 

“Sereech Is right. You relax for one second and— 
zoom!" Mr, Belding made a cutting motion through 
the air, "Your opponent shoots: past you!” 
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*Still painful, isn’t it, sir?” Screech said sympa- 
ally. He patted the principal on the shoulder. 

"Mr. Belding lost a close race when he was at 
Bayside,” he explained. “And it cost the entire 

side track team the state championships.” 

pecreechty Mr. Belding protested, “It wasn't all my 

t" 

“Don't worry, Mr. Belding.” Megan said. "We're 

g together tonight for a final strategy session.” 

“We are?” Lindsay asked, surprised. 

“I don't know if I can get off work,” Brian said. 

“I'm calling this meeting as team captain,” 
‘Megan said sternly. “Everyone needs to be there.” 

Lindsay was a little annoyed. When did Megan 
decide to have a meeting? She was definitely getting 
carried away with this team captain thing. But 
‘Lindsay had to admit that a last-minute meeting was 
A good idea. “I'll be there,” she said with a sigh. 

“Cheer up, Mr. B.,” Screech said. "I'll bet that 
Valley track star isn't a high school principal.” 

“No, he isn't,” Mr, Belding said. He looked 
depressed. “He's a United States senator. 


a9 0 


Rachel came running into the Max half an hour 
‘after their scheduled meeting was supposed to start 
that night. “Sorry. I'm late,” she panted. "Mrs. Steele 

holding me hostage.” 
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stve had enough of this training Jazz,” Tommy 
sald, “Screech left notes on my locker today with tists 
of presidents, world leaders, famous inventors « « 

“He called me at one o'clock in the morning to 
‘ask what the capital of Chile was,” Bobby said. "My 
‘mom had a fit, and 1 couldn't fall asleep afterward 
because | was too worried about giving the wrons 
answer on the show. It's Santiago, by the way.” 

“That's nothing. Mrs, Steele signed me out of all 
my classes this afternoon for one-on-one training,” 
Rachel said, “I can barely move.” 

“Come on, you guys, it's not that bad,” 
sald. “Do we want to win or not?” 

*| don't think you realize what we've been 
through.” Brian replied, annoyed: 

“Yeah,” Bobby agreed, "Did Screech wake you up 
in the middle of the night and ask you to recite the 
periodic table of the elements—backward?” 

“pid you run laps around the track for two hours 
straight?" Rachel added. “I had to use half a bottle of 
cucumber bath gel just to get the sweat off me.” 

“Look, by this time tomorrow we'll be celebrating 
our victory,” Megan said. “We'll be deciding where 
we're going to go as soon as we get to San 
Francisco.” 

“Megan's right.” Tommy leaned back in the booth 
and put his arm around Lindsay. “This ts going to be 
a piece of cake. And then wei” 
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"Look out, San Francisco.” Bobby smiled. 
eee out, Bayside, is more like it,” came a voice 

ind them, Everyone turned to see Pete 

lerickson, the captain of Valley's Smarts and 
el team. He was sitting in the next booth. 
Right,” Megan snorted. ; 
*We're shaking in our boots,” Tommy added. 
“oe be,” Pete sald. “We scored four hun- 

in our last match, beating our 

two hundred and twenty,” Ee ae 
‘The gang exchanged glances, Four hundred was 
per points, there was no denying it. 

fou're just saying that because 

you know we' 
what it takes to beat you,” Megan replied. . 
Pete snickered. “We'll see about that tomorrow.” 
pe up and sauntered out of the Max. ‘ 
“Look at it this way,” Megan said wl : 
‘ hen he wat 
t of earshot. “They've already used up their beat 
itch, We're about to hit our peak.” 
Right," Lindsay said. But she sounded doubtful. 
tur hundred points? The most they'd gotten was 
hundred and eighty. 
She hoped that the extra work 
with Ser \ 

. Steele would pay off after all, Hee 


4 lood afternoon, everybody,” the announcer’s 
voice boomed, “and welcome to our high school com 
tition final” ‘ 
veel east believe this 1s actually eee 
backstage, waiting to be 
Lindsay said. The gang was pe 
introduced. She peeked through the curtain—the 
Jace was packed. - i 
He [1m feeling a little nervous.) Toma said, He 
wiped his hands on his baggy black jeans. 
os never get nervous,” Bobby squeaked. “That 
makes me petrified!” , 
“Just relax and take @ deep breath,’ Megan told 
them. “We've all done this before—it's nothing new. 
*} didn't get home from work until eleven last 
night,” Brian said, stifling a yawn. “Hey, Rachel, 
what's that?” 
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's what?” Rachel replied casually. 
all stopped talking as the announcer read 


*Come on, it's time for our cheer,” Bobby said. 
for all— 
*We don't have time,” Megan said. 
just then the announcer cried: “And now, repre- 
g Bayside High . . . Lindsay, Tommy, Bobby, 


“They jogged out onto the stage, pumping their 


into the air. The Bayside fans in the audience 
and cheered as they took their places at the 


A confusion. Usually Brian was right next to him. 


the guy standing on his right was short and 
straight dark hair, “Who are you?" Bobby 


‘As the guy started to laugh, Bobby heard some- 

call his name. 

“Bobby! Get over here!” It was Tommy. 

Suddenly Bobby realized what must have hap- 

ed—he'd jogged over to the opponent's table! 
.s}" he exclaimed, “Get me out of here!” He 
d into the air and bolted across the stage. 

“What's wrong with you?" Megan asked, her 
s on her hips. 


" “And here's the host with the most, the only man 
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rt an 
who dares to 


you think? . - 
skip boun 
waving to the audience, | 
‘an exciting show today L 
EXCUSE ime, Skip?” Rachel's voice echoed 
through the studio as she spoke into the microphone 
their table. 
onsUn. . .yes?” Skip replied. Jooking confused. 

“1 just wanted to thank you for making this “ 
much fun for all of us.” she said, "And in honor 0 
this being our last show with you, I'd like to give You 

nwa is she doing?” Megan asked as Rachel 
waiked across the stage cory!ng © small package: 
this 1s very thoughtful,” Skip said with a faint 


smiling and 
a We 


hd don't think 1 can take this from you: “ 
Dalen placed the gift on 


contest 

from the dark ar’ 
“tm—tim sorry.” Ray 

Know ent time read the rules.” the judge said flatly 

ewe won't disqualify you oF Your tea put Skip can- 
accept the gift.” 

ROT skip hurled the gift across the stage, where It 


May the Best Team Win 


in a large trash can. “Two points for Skip!” he 
| The audience roared with laughter. “And now, 
(s get on with the game.” 
Rachel slunk back to the Bayside table. “Can you 
re that? He threw out my present and everyone 
inks it's fiinny!” 
“How could you be so stupid?” Megan hissed. 
practically got us disqualified!” 
*Rachel, that’s the dumbest thing you've ever 
Brian agreed. 
Rachel's lower lip jutted out in a pout, “I just 
ted to do something nice,” she wailed. 
Well, think twice before you do something nice,” 
in said, “Then think again, and then, ask me if 


tis okay!” 


*who do you think you are?" Rachel retorted. 
“And now it’s time for our first athletic event 
{ip rummaged through the two hats of names. "Om 
balance beam, we'll have Andle from Valley, and 
el from Bayside!” 
*See if you can do this without messing Up.” 
grumbled. 
Rachel glared at her. 
*Megan!" Lindsay exclaimed, shooting her 
5 look. “Come on, Rach, you're great at this 
ent,” Lindsay sald encouragingly. “And yout look: 
atic!” Rachel was wearing a new red sweatshirt, 
Jeans, and a pair of red high-tops like Skip’ 
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ions right. But then Bobby had lost at the long 
mp. And now Brian was falling asleep right 
ie. They were falling apart. I'm not, she correct- 
herself. It's just that everyone else ts. 
“Next question goes to Valley—here's your chance 
‘move Way ahead,” Skip said. “What would a ten- 
player have to do to win the Grand Slam?” 
‘The Valley team members looked at each other 
shrugged; then Pete stepped up to the micro- 
fe. “You'd have to win Wimbledon, and that one 
New York—the U.S, Open.” 
“That's your answer?" Skip asked, 
Pete nodded, then looked uneasy. 
“I'm afraid that's incorrect,” Skip said. “Bayside?” 
“Come on, Bobby,” Megan whispered. 
“The Grand Slam.” Bobby chewed his thumbnail 
wusly. He still hadn't gotten over his blunder at 
beginning of the show or his failed attempt at the 
jump. *A player has to win four matches in one 
= ‘The French Open, Wimbledon, the U.S. Open, 
the... Boston Marathon.” 
aval BZZZzZ. 
“Sorry, that is incorrect,” Skip sald. 
“What did 1 say?" he whispered to Brian. But the 
response he got was a snore, 
“The Boston Marathon,” Megan told him with a 
look. “That's not a tennis event.” 
“Oh, I meant the Boston Tea Party. I mean, the 


“Maybe she'll get points for fashion.” Megan mut 
tered, “She's not getting any for her brain! 


00° 


sand now, Bayside, what city In Germany 18 
i 
wus for its yearly Oktoberfest : 
tgs turned to Brian. He always answered th 
questions about Europe: But Pie hadn't event 
eard sleep! 
the question. He was fast as) ; 
‘ spre ‘Tommy shook him by the shoulders 
swale up!” 
‘Brian grogally opened one eye: 
seconds,” Skip sald. 2 
mand city in Germany has Oktoberfest?” Tommy 
asked, He looked like a police detective from an ol 
movie, interrogating a prisoner. "Come on, think! 
BZZZZ . 
*Sorry, Bayside. Valley, care 10 take a crack at ui ; 
“Munich,” a player named Marcy said. “And | 
starts at the end of September: 
“=twenty points for Valley!” Skip 
He doesn't have to sound so happy about tls 
Megan thought. She glanced at the scoreboard ae 
fhis head, Bayside 80, Valley 200. Not only were they 
they were getting creamed. If they didn't ¢¢ 
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Boston Red Sox. | mean, the Boston Patriots, only 
they became the New England Patriots back in— 

“Forget it,” Megan said, completely frustrated. 
“It’s too late!” She should have known that when 
Bobby couldn't figure out which team he was on, he 
wasn't going to be much help! 

“Next up, another exciting athletic event—the 
rope climb!" Skip said. “For Valley . . . Pete, thelr 
team captain, will compete. And for Bayside . . .” He 
pulled a name out of the hat, “Tommy!” 

Megan felt a little surge of hope. If anyone could 
get them back on track, it was Tommy. He'd neve 
ost an athletic event. If he won the rope climb, and 
she answered the next several questions right, ther 
they might tle the match. 

When Skip shouted, "GO!" Tommy and Pete took 
off at top speed. Tommy got to the wall first, Bul 
when he grabbed the rope and lifted his feet off the 
floor, he slid down to the ground. 

Next to him, Pete grabbed the rope and got his 
feet on the wall. He started climbing up, hand over 
hand. 

*Come on!” Megan yelled. 

“You can do it, Tommy!” Lindsay shouted. 

Tommy looked over at them, a panicked expres 
sion on his face. He grabbed the rope again and tried 
to climb. But it was too late: Pete had crossed the 
finish line. 
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threw up her hands in disgust. "What is it 
eryone today?” 

jalley, twenty-five points, Bayside, zero,” Skip 

inced. 


ip, I couldn't get a grip on the rope,” Tommy 
He walked over to the host, “I think it's 
“I'm sorry, Tommy,” Skip said, “Pete ran a better 
jee than you did, Those are the breaks.” 
“Phe breaks? But somebody greased this rope— 
is impossible to climb.” Tommy protested. 
“Tommy, if you could just go back to your 


*No! I'm not budging until somebody tells me 
's going on.” Tommy said, shaking his head. “L 
this race was fixed, and I know who fixed It!” 
ie jabbed a finger at the Valley players. 
“Tommy.” Skip put a hand on his shoulder, “If 
pu don't go back to your team right now, I'm going 
ave to—" 
“Why won't anyone believe me?” Tommy com- 
jained. “Since when do you allow cheating?” 


_ BZZZZ. “Bayside High has been charged with 


asportsmantike conduct,” one of the judges sald, 
“Oh, great,” Megan muttered. 
“Bayside will be penalized by a one-hundred- 
pint deduction. 
Megan glanced up al the scoreboard. Their 
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glowing eighty disappeared and a minus twenty, 
appeared. “I can't believe this!” she wailed. 

disgusted look at Skip and 
the Valley team, Iked back to his friend: 
~phis s so unfair!” he whispered hoarsely “phat 
rope was greased! I'm not a ‘bad sport.” 

“Could have fooled me,” Megan said with a frow!h, 
=phanks for putting us in even ‘worse shape than we 
already were!” 

“You believe me, don't You. Linds?” Tommy asked 
He turned toward his girliriend. 

“| don't know what to believe,” Lindsay whl 
pered, Her brown eyes were mournful, “But you 
shouldn't have called everyone cheaters and lary 
just because you lost.” 

“put they did cheat,” Tommy said, looking hurt 

“Okay, teams!” Skip grinned, “Our next question 
goes to Bayside. This 18 @ tough one. Who served as 
vice president of the United States during the years 

1952 to 1960, hom did he serve?” 


to the ‘microphone. 
that be Donald Duck? 1 think he ve 
rand Mickey Mouse was presidents ‘Am | right?” 
“Megan!” Lindsay cried. 
«sorry, Bayside, but that 1s incorrect.” Skip was 
looking at Megan as if she had grown a second 
head. 
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what are you doing, Megan?” Brian asked. 
Megan turned to him. “Oh, so you've decided to 
back from the living dead,” she replied hotly. 
|, | was Just returning the favor.” If nobody else 
on the team was going to try, why should she? ‘They 
already losers and the laughingstock of town. 
‘might as well pile on the humiliation! 


000 


“and Valley High wins the first Smarts and 
ngth High School Special Competition!” Skip 
snounced ten minutes later as half the audience 


theered, “They'll be taking an all-expenses-patd trip 
to San Francisco!” 


Lindsay glared at the Valley team, Normally, she 
ould have been the first to congratulate them, But 


ghe was s0 upset about what had happened in the 


‘st half hour that she could barely speak. 
“sorry, Team Bayside,” Skip said in his phony 
You gave it your best shot, but sometimes 
just come up short.” 
“Gave It our best shot?" Bobby said under his 


breath. “I don't think so.” 


“Oh, like you helped?” Megan said. “Mr, Space 


Queen of the Universe,” Bobby shot 


back. “Not everyone is as brilliant as you are!” 


“Or acts like little dictators!” Brian added. 


85 


Saved by the Bell « The New Class 


Well, you're like one of the seven dwarfn= 
Sleepy!” Rachel exclaimed. 

“Don't forget, Bayside,” Skip interrupted nervouw 
ly. “We have some fine parting gifts for you 
Runners-up are winners in our book, too!” 

“Some winners,” Megan muttered. 

“At least some of us tried, Mickey Mouse,” 
Tommy said hotly. 

“Okay! Tune in next time for another excltink 
match on Smarts and Strength.” Skip said. “The 
show that wants to know if you're as strong as you 
think! Bye-bye, everybody!” 

‘As soon as the theme music started playing and 
the show officially ended, the gang started arguing 
all over again. 

Lindsay covered her ears. She'd never seen her 
friends like this, and she didn't like it, Not one bit 
“Maybe if we knew how to be a team instead of 
thinking about ourselves, we'd still be friends right 
now!" Lindsay cried, She turned and ran out of the 
studio, 

“Lindsay! Wait!" Tommy called. He ran after her. 

But Lindsay didn't wait. She didn't feel like tall: 
ing to any of them after the way they'd Just treated 
one another. She never thought her friends would 
turn on each other. 

‘She'd been wrong. 


4 


al \) ee with the emergency message?” Brian 


=. He had just walked into the Pickin’ Chicken. 
] came over as soon as | got it.” ; 
“What happened at the show?” Wend: 
ignoring his question. pei 
“Valley won, and | don’t want to talk about it,” 
rian said with a shudder. "That wasn't the emer- 
gency. was it? And shouldn't you call your dad when 
ere’s an emergency here?” 
“I would, but he's he's out of to 
wee wn for the 
eek. Weekend, | mean. | can't think straight,” 
endy said. She put her hand on the counter to 
teady herself, then fanned her face with a plastic 
yy. “I feel like I'm about to pass out.” 
“What's wrong?” Brian asked. “Here, 
if , sit down.” 
le dragged a chair over and guided her onto it, 
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“Thanks,” Wendy said with a feeble smile. “I feel 
terrible. My stomach's upset. 1 think I have a fever 
‘And | kind of see stars every time I lean over.” Wendy 
groaned and dabbed her forehead with a napkin. 1 
have to go home and get some rest, and I need you 
to take over for me.” 

“But this is the first night I've had off in a week,” 
Brian complained, “And I'm totally worn out.” 

“I'm sorry,” Wendy said. She was already takeing 
off her apron. “If felt any better, I'd stay, really, But 
| shouldn't be handling food when I'm in a state like 
this.” She stood up, took a few steps, and swerved. 

Brian sighed, “Okay. Go home and get some rest.” 

*oh, thank you, thank you,” Wendy said. “You're 
‘a esaver, Brian, It shouldn't be that bad. Its been 
really dead.” She took off her cap and grabbed her 
backpack from underneath the counter, As she 
walked toward the door, she began brushing her hair. 

She sure has a lot of energy for someone who's 
not feeling well, Brian thought. And what's with the 
hairbrush? Isn't she going straight home to bed? 

“Make sure you drink a lot of water,” Brian called 
after her as she pushed open the door: 

“Water?” Wendy looked confused. “Oh, right. 
Water. That's good for a fever. I'll definitely have a 
huge glass as soon as I get home. Then I'm crawling 
straight into bed. Thanks, Brian. See you later!” 

‘After Wendy left, Brian did some quick cleaning. 
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hen he made sure everything was well stocked. He 
had helped a few customers and was clearing a tray 
from a table by the window when a fancy white con- 
Yertible stopped at a red light in front of the store. 
| Isn't that Wendy? he thought as he watched a 
al girl in the backseat blow a huge bubble-gum 
bubble. She was sitting in some guy's | 
ie tickled her, Se ae 
Brian raked a hand through his hai 
ir. This d 
going from bad to worse. ide 
Brian shook his head as he watched the car dis- 
ppear around a bend. He was pretty sure now that 
Bi baal swiped that twenty dollars and let him 
cough it back up. And now she'd got 
“something else. eon ae 
But this was the last time he'd | 
jet her tak 
‘advantage of him, The next time he saw her, he wa 
ig to give her a piece of his mind. 


e200 


“Aren't you going to talk to me?” Tommy asked. 
It was Monday morning, and he'd been waiting at 
isay’s locker for fifteen minutes, “You didn't call 
‘me p= all cei Lindsay, what's going on?* 
indsay twirled the : 7 
| Bees combination lock. “I don’t 
“But Lindsay...” 


“Tm really upset about what happened on Friday. 
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“and I don't feel like talking to any: 


‘Tommy pleaded. 
already told you. 
she said. Her eyes were ft 
were all best friends. Bul 
each other the way we dl 
match.” 
aati not just your friend,” Tommy sald, 


fs hand on her arm, “Were closer (han that.” 
eet Lindsay said with a sigh. Tommy V0 
trying to reach out to her, rn her 
pack on him. She 
squeeze. “I'm SOrry: 
handle secing everyone ye! 4 
shouldn't have taken it out on You. 
sthat’s okay.” ‘Tommy sald. “l know You were just 
feeling bad.” He kissed Lindsay \ightly on the cheek. 
Just then Lindsay saw Megan ‘coming toward 
them, She walked straight ahead, 08 {f Tommy and 
Lindsay weren't even there. She probably would have 
xcept on going, too, But Bobby came around the cor- 


‘er and stepped in front of her. 
i. ee said in an irritated voice: 


if et lad 1 almost 
-Megan—hi, . “Im so gl 

ran into you. Can't we Just forget everything and be 
friends?” 
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You're in my way,” Megan said stonily. ‘Then she 
siepped to the side and walked right past him. 

Lindsay took her books out of her locker and 

slosed the door. “Now do you see what I'm talking 
7" she sald sadly, 
‘This was serious. 
! 00° 

“1m extremely disappointed in you,” Mr. Belding 

id, He had summoned the Smarts and Strength 
team into his office during lunch period on Tuesday. 
*And it’s not because you Jost. Well, of course I'm 

sappointed about your losing. But I'm not upset. 

Il, maybe a little upset « «.” 

“1 think what you meant to say, sir,” Screech 
interrupted, “is that of course It was awful to lose, 
jput it’s the way they lost that’s so terrible.” 

Megan slouched down in her chalr. No kidding, 

thought. All the horrible things her friends—no, 
er ex-friends—had sald to her were still running 

ugh her head. Little dictator. Okay, maybe she 

gotten a little carried away. But these people 
had totally humiliated her. Let her down, 

She'd had to sit in biology class, where everyone 

we her sad, sympathetic looks. Only Dave had 
smiled, and that was because he was gloal e 
was sure of it! Everyone in school was thinking that 
e wasn't as smart as she thought she was. That 
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We're sorry?” Rachel said in-a soft voice. 
“Mr, Belding nodded. “That's a start. Does anyone 
have something to say?” 
‘The room was silent. 


she couldn’ 
sould, And it was all thanks to her supposed friends: 


sgereech 1s right. Hasn't anyone in here ever 


heard of being @ good sport?” Mr, Belding asked. 
Nobody said anything: stye never heard you guys be so quiet in my fe!” 


it’s fine to lose, We all Tose sometimes Belding joked. But nobody cracked a smile. 

Belding said. “But It's not fine to lose badly. Tommy: frrankly, this is really starting to worry pees 

accused Valley of cheating ‘Me, too, Megan thought. But she wasn't about to 
“L was telling {he truth!” Tommy said defensively apologize to anyone. After all, she wasn't the one 
sand you all started blaming each other—while Pivet the snatch: 

the cameras were still rolling!” 


winning isn’t everything,” ‘Screech said. 
“{t’s the only thing.” Bobby sald. “The famous Honesty 1s totally overrated,” Tommy caumnbled! 
coach Vince Lombardi said that.” his way out of Mr, Belding’s office. 
“where was your sports trivia when we needed “Tell me about it,” Brian agreed. Then he remem- 
{tz" Megan muttered. ered they weren't speaking to each other. He looked 
Bobby glared at her. Tommy and shrugged. feeling nervous. “I work 
people, you're still not getting the po! th a chronic liar,” he explained. “I'm beginning t0 
Belding said. onder if being honest is worth it. 
“t's not whether you win oF \ “you believe me, don't you?” Tommy asked. He 
play the game!” Screech put in- ounded desperate. “Man, I'm getting ‘sick of ask- 
“Right,” Mr. Belding said. people that! But 1 was telling the truth about 
Right,” Megan heard Lindsay rope. It was greased, and Valley must have 
one it!” 


20 0 


int!” Mr. 


lose, it's how you 


murmur, “And we 


) played it terribly.” 6 
“What do you have to say for yourselves?” Mr. | believe you.” Bobby said. He fell into step 
Belding asked. de them, “What { don't believe is that Mrs. Steele 


‘when I passed her in the 


‘Megan shifted in her chair. TOMMY coughed. And Became avapinelese wimp 
Bobby twirled the cord to the venetian blinds. ail today.” 


93 


Saved by the Bell - The New Class 


‘Tommy and Brian laughed. 

«poor Mrs. Steele.” Tommy sald. “yi bet she never 
coached anyone to defeat before. She's probably 
more upset than we are.” 

“Hey, you guys, I'm sorry about the stuff I sald on 
Friday,” Brian said. 

‘Tommy nodded. "Me, too." 

“Yeah,” Bobby agreed. "I wasn't thinking. | was In 
a total daze after cramming for the match. It was like 
my brain was flooded—totally underwater!” 

*At least you stayed conscious,” Brian told him 
with a grin. 

“Hey,” Tommy sald, He stopped and turned 
toward his friends. “I was wondering if you guys 
‘would help me prove | wasn't being unsportsmanlike 
‘about that rope.” 

“Sure,” Bobby said, "Do you have a plan?” 

“Not really. But if there was some way we could 
spy on the Valley team—you know, get them to talk 
about how they won—they might admit that they 
greased the rope. 

“How are we going to do that?” Bobby asked. 
“They know us.” 

“That's the problem,” Tommy admitted, 

‘As Brian listened, a plan began to form in his 
mind, His eyes lit up. “I might know somebody who 
could help.” he said. 
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lendy, Ineed to talk to you.” Brian grabbed 
s cap from the hook on the wall and pulled the 
ak down over his forehead. 
“gure,” Wendy replied. “What about?” 
Well, it’s not that I don't like you or anything,” 
began slowly. “But working with you liasn't exact: 
ly been fun.” 
“What do you mean?” Wendy looked shocked. 
always have a great time talking,” 
“actually, you talk, and I work. And you sort of 
asel your way out of everything. Like the other 
when you asked me to fill in for you because you 
‘sick? Only you weren't sick; you just wanted to 
9 out with your friends.” 
‘Wendy started to protest, but Brian cut her off. 
Don't try to deny It,” he said. “I saw you In that 
hite convertible.” 
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wendy looked 
sand before that 
#y was upset!” 
ut no! 
it 


across her chest. “you're 
anager,’ ane sade vou 


etal cow 
Wendy woud start valine 
and the truth 
maybe 1 dropped 
going to 
and 
tke that he 
ike the storeroom oF 


A. 

maybe 1 have tried to get out of @ 
n't have the ume (0 
‘walled. “it's lke | 
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“| know," Brian said. “Because | Rave mine up.” 
Wendy went back to staring at the floor. Brian 
id tell she felt bad. He had her right where he 
nted her. 
mr could tell your father all this.” Brian said. “He'd 
pably fire you, and maybe Vd get & raise.” 
Wendy looked up her face full of panic. 
jou're net really going to do thats are you? Ill take 
she sputtered frantically. “Ill 


imple solution,” Brian 
af if you'll 
6 a little spying for me. We 
the Smarts and Strength com 
want to prove it.” 
“cheated? No way.” Wendy shook her head. 
u're only saying that beeatsse You got creamed.” 
are you saying you won't help me?” Brian asked, 
Faising an eyebrow. “Because 1 could go call your 
d right now.” Brian pulled a quarter out of his 
socket and tossed it into the alt. 
‘Okay, okay,” Wendy sald with a sigh, “Tell me 
fat | have to do: 
Brian grinned. “Right. Here's the plan..." 


“What's that crackling noise?” Bobby asked. It 
as Thursday afternoon. and he, Brian, and Tommy 
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were over at Brian's house. “I can hardly hear what 
she's saying.” 

she told me she was trying to act casual when 
she talked to them, so she was eating a bag of polale 
chips,” Brian explained. 

"Tommy and Bobby gave him an incredulous ook, 

Brian shrugged. *l told you she’s a little loony, 
‘Anyway, it gets better.” He turned up the volume on 
hhis tape player. “Listen to this.” 

“It was Incredible the way you walked all ovet 
Bayside,” Wendy was saying, “I had to work that 
day so I taped it, which 1s a drag because T would 
have loved to have been in the studio audience, But 
this Job. Ugh, you wouldn't believe how terrible it 
is. You know, over at my dad's restaurant? Well, | 
don't know if you can really call it = restaurant, 
but—" 

“is she going to stop talking long enough to tet 
Pete say anything?” Tommy asked. 

“Shh,” Brian said, “It’s coming.” 

«veal, well, one of the reasons work’s 90 awful is 
that 1 work with one of those guys from the Bayside 
team, And let me tell you, he thinks he’s a King OF 
something, 1 couldn't have been happier when he 
came crawling into work and told me how you Buys 
creamed them.” 

~Pulverized is more like it,” Pete bragged. “which 
guy do you work with?” 
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“Brian Keller.” Wendy said. 

pou mean the guy who fell asleep?” Pete 
aughed. 

Tommy and Bobby both cracked up. 

“Don't say anything,” Brian warned, blushing, 

"Yeah; Can you believe that guy? He thinks he 

knows everything about Europe, just because he's 
from Sweden or Switzerland or something,” Wendy 
Jabbered. “And what was with that guy who threw a 
fit just because he lost the rope climb?” 

“He's probably still trying to get a grip on that 

Tope,” Pete snorted. 

“What a loser!” Wendy sald, “Brian told me that 

y's on the football team—yeah, right! Like he's 
“coordinated enough to even walk down the street!” 

“Actually, Tommy DeLuca Is a good athlete.” 

“No way,” Wendy said. She sounded shocked. 

“The only reason he couldn't climb up that wall 
as because we smeared Crisco all over his rope. 

just seeing the look of horror on his face made doing 
{t worthwhile, too,” he added, “It was hilarious!” 

Tommy scowled. “I'd like to pound that guy," he 
id quietly, 

*So would |,” Brian agreed, “But I'd rather have 
at trip to San Francisco,” He rewound the tape 
\d ejected it from the cassette deck. “There's a cer- 

ain television producer who needs to hear this 
ape.” he said, standing up. 
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Bobby and Brian leaped 10 their feet. “RIEHU” “Good. I'll have Skip anno 
cs yu . 
tre chorawed. “Lt #2 ow,” she said. ‘p announce it on today’s 
“Thanks so much for ll 
Cpt stening, Ms. Bridgeley,” 
Jpby said, springing to his feet. . 


~You're welcome,” she said graciously. "Now Te 
wall excuse me, I need to get to work on another 
project.” 
"The boys practically floated out of Alison's office 
‘and down the hall to the exit. 
All we have to do is get our team back 
together,” 
Brian said when they got outside. i 
“Basier said than done,” Bobby sald. "Megan only 
stopped scowling at me today long enough to tell me 
‘move out of her way.” 
“Well, they'll Iisten when they know what I's 
about,” Tommy sald. “We have a chance to get our 
pputations back. Who could pass that up?” 
‘All | know 1s, I'm not calling Megan to let her 
Bobby said, “And Just to 
self a bullet 


Alison Bridgeley shut off the tape player and 
shook her head. “Are you telling me this tape !" 
authentic?” she asked. 


Brian's jaw dropped. T 


t had never occurred (0 


hnim that the people at S ‘and Strength wouldn'\ 
pelieve their story. "Yes: It Js," he said solemnly. 
vatison sighed. “Why would valley want to cheat?” 
valley and Bayside have & huge rivalry that goes 
pack about a hundred years,” Bobby explained: 
wand we beat them last season in 
‘yommy added. “They vowed revent 


field.” 
“1 hate to see this kind of thing on our show.” 


‘Alison said. “It's very bad for our reputation.” She 


‘was quiet for a moments thinking, 

“ail we're asking for 18 & rematch,” Brian sald. 
‘atever reason you want: If we lose. 

ther word about tt” 

wn the desk, “T SuP- 


fe the best idea, given the eircum- 


a rematch 
Prances,” she finally said. She pushed her chair back 


fand got to her feet. "How does a special Saturday 


morning edition sound "Wo 4 
vit sounds great.” Brian said with a grin. 
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f vest!” 


bal wouldn't be on television with her for anything 
in the world!" Rachel cried. She glared at Megan. 
sand 1 don't want to spend @ weekend in San 
Francisco with somebody who thinks I'm stupid, 


either—even if the shopping {s really great.” a 

“You think 1 want to be on a team with you?’ 
‘Megan snorted. “You practically got us disqualified 
because of a stupid crush—" 

“Girls, girls,” Brian. said, He held his hands in the 
air like a referee. 

“i is not a stupid crush,” Rachel cut him off, She 
was practically shouting now: “you're Just mad 
because you and Dave broke up!” 

“('m hardly the ‘kind of person who jets her love 
life interfere with everything else.” Megan replied. 
“You must have me confused with yourself 
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«Come on, you guys.” Lindsay said. “We called 
this meeting to see if we could work things out!” At 
first, Lindsay wasn't sure she could forgive and for- 
gel. But after a couple of days, she realized some- 
thing: She really missed her friends, 

Right.” Bobby agreed. “We have to pull together 
and show Valley who's boss tomorrow." 

“Forget it,” Megan sald. “T'm not going back on TV 
‘80 we can look like idiots all over again.” 

“You think we should forfeit and look like a 
bunch of chickens?” Tommy asked. 

“Don't mention chicken,” Brian said. “I don't have 
to be at work for another half hour.” 

“I thought you were cutting back on your hours,” 
Rachel said. 

“{ am, but they have to hire someone first,” Brian 
sad. “I might have this weekend off, though—maybe 
we could do something.” He scooted closer to her, 
ut she turned away. 

“You mean you're going to work all night so you 
can fall asleep on the show tomorrow,” Megan sald. 

“Come on, you guys!" Tommy said. "We didn't 
bribe a Valley student and beg Alison for a rematch 
Just so we could get into a huge fight all over again.” 

“Tommy's right.” Brian said. "We need to work 
things out so we can go on TV and win.” 

“As far as I'm concerned, last Friday was bad 
enough—I don't need to relive it this week, too!” 
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Megan sald, She tossed her napkin onto the table 
and stood up. “You can count me out.” 

“What is with her?" Tommy asked as Megan stalked 
out of the Max. He leaned back against his seat. 

Lindsay shook her head sadly. “I don't know,” 
she said, “I've never seen Megan like this. I mean, 
she’s always been a little hardheaded, but this 1s 
weird,” 

“What about everyone else?” Tommy asked, “Can 
the rest of us work together as a team?” 

Everyone looked at each other. 

Rachel shrugged. “Fine with me,” she sald. 

*TIl do it,” Lindsay added. 

‘All right!" Tommy said. He squeezed her hand. 

Lindsay sighed. “I never want to fight like that 
again,” she said. “I've missed you guys! And even if 
we lose, nobody's allowed to start blaming each 
other—for anything. Okay?” 

Bobby nodded. “I'm with that.” 

“Yeah, me, too,” Rachel said. “And I'm sorry, you 
guys, for anything mean that I said." 

“So am I,” Tommy said with a nod. 

“This is great,” Brian sald. “We've got another 
shot on the show, we're friends again . . ." He smiled 
at Rachel. “Who knows what could happen?” 

“Wait a minute,” Bobby said. He looked panicked. 
“We only have five people on our team. Wasn't there 
a rule about needing six people to compete?” 
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“Maybe we can get somebody to replace Megan,” 
el suggested. 

“We'd better call Alison and find out,” Brian said, 

ulling a quarter out of his pocket. “I'll be right 
ok.” 

“Hello, troops,” Screech said as soon as Brian 
had walked away. Screech was looking over the top 
‘of the next booth. “Couldn't help overhearing— 
because I'was eavesdropping!” he said with a sheep- 
{sh grin, “And since you're having a rematch tomor- 
row, | thought I'd offer some late-night coaching!” 

Bobby held up both hands. "No more, Screech,” 
he said emphatically. “I'm going to stick with what I 
know. When I tried to cram all that chemical, geo- 
graphical, mathematical, and historical information 


“into my brain, it went on overload.” 


“The old hard disk crashed,” Screech said with a 
nod, "What about you, Rachel? I could call Mrs. 
Stecle—" 

“No!” Rachel cried. “I'm going to bed early tonight 
and getting a great night's sleep.” 

"You guys are probably right. All that coaching 
was a waste,” Screech said. He looked dejected. 

“No, it wasn't,” Lindsay told him earnestly. “We 
Just went into overdrive. But we appreciate every- 
thing you did for us.” 

“Except dropping an encyclopedia on your foot,” 
Screech said shyly. 
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“That I could have lived without,” Lindsay agreed 
with a grin. 

"Bad news,” Brian said as he came back to the 
table. “Alison said we ‘can't substitute anyone on our 
team. We'd have to forfeit.” 

“Megan has to show up tomorrow” Lindsay said 

“But she won't,” Rachel said. "And we can't win 
without her—even ifshe {s acting lke a total brat.” 

“| might have @ plan that'll get Megan 08 the 
show tomorrow,” Screech said. He tapped his finger 
against his chin thoughtfully. “and don't worry—tt 
doesn't involve Mrs. Steele!” 


00 6 


thanks again for taping Pete,” Brian told Wendy 
that night at work. “People at Valley aren't mad at 
you, are they?” 

Wendy shook her head. “Not really, Most people 
ave angry at the team for cheating. But look out: 
‘They really want to win now.” 

Sye're not worried,” Brian sald. He tried to sound 
confident. I just hope Screech’s plan works, whatever 
fits, he thought. We need Megan! "Hey. do you mind 
{f1 take a short break?" he asked. “I'm starving.” 

“Go ahead,” Wendy sald. 

Brian grabbed a burger and some onion rings 
and put them on a tray. He was $0 burned out on 
Spicy Spuds he didn't even like them anymore— 
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be because his uniform smelled like them no 

‘tter how many times he washed it. 

I wonder if Rachel will go out with me this week- 
end, he thought as he sat down at a table. She 
hadn't mentioned Skip Simon's name all afternoon. 
Ttwas time for Brian to make his move. He just had 
to think of & way for him and Rachel to spend some 
time alone. . . . 

“Hello, Kids, how's it going?” a voice called out 
from the kitchen area. It was Mr. Hansen. He 
pressed a button on the cash register and the draw- 
tr slid open, "Kind of a slow night, huh?” he sald. 

“pretty slow,” Brian agreed. 

Mr, Hansen frowned when he saw Brian sitting at 
‘one of the tables. “Weren't you taking a break this 
‘afternoon when I came by?" he asked pointedly. 

“Uh. . .* Whoops, Brian thought, busted. "Yeah, 1 
guess I was, But It's been so slow—" 

Are you saying there's nothing else you could be 
doing?” Mr. Hansen asked. He sounded annoyed. “I 
see some mopping that could be done.” 

“Yes sir,” Brian said. He popped the last bite of 
his hamburger Into his mouth. Then he stood up 
‘and headed back into the kitchen. 

Mr. Hansen cleared his throat, “I don't see any 
‘slips in here for employee meals,” he went on. 

Brian stopped in his tracks. Bach time they 
‘bought food for themselves with their discount, they 
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were supposed to put the receipt in a special slot 11) 
back of the register. “I didn't pay for that yet—! war 
just about to.” he said. He set his tray down ont the 
‘counter and pulled out his wallet. 

"I don't like what ' 
seeing here, Brian. , taking food 
without paying. Do you 

“No, of course not, sir,” Brian said. 
for these oversights. ‘They won't happen again.” 

“prian never does anything against the rule 
‘wendy offered. 

«Wendy, this is between the boss and his employ 
ee, Please stay out of It,” Mr. Hansen said in a stern 
voice. “| know that you've put in lots of hours here, 
Brian, and at the beginning 1 thought you were 
excellent management material, But now I find that 
I'm forced to rethink everything, I've had a few com 
plaints about the food not being served quickly.” 

“But that's my—” Wendy began. 

“{'m not telling you again. ‘Wendy; this is between 

Hansen thundered. His face was 
‘ck to Brian, “What do you have 
asked. 
er, He could beg Mr. Hansen 
to let him keep b and work until he had 
enough money for that bike. But then the rest of the 
year would belong to Pickin’ Chicken. 
Or he could give up his job, hang out with his 
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ends—now that they were friends again—and 


"tthe bundred and fifty dollars he'd earned on 
ething else. 

well?” Mr. Hansen demanded. 

wMr, Hansen, I've really enjoyed working here, 

dV hate to lose my job,” Brian sald. "But. ” 

“Can you explain these mistakes?” 

Brian shrugged. 

Then you leave me no choice,” Mr. Hansen said. 
Ym going to have to let you £0." 

Brian felt lke a huge weight had just been lifted 
ff his shoulders, “Thanks for giving me a try, any" 
ay,” he said as he grabbed his knapsack from 

yerneath the counter. He headed for the door, his 
ep light and quick. “See you later, Wendy,” he said. 

“Good luck tomorrow.” she said. 

Brian, 1 think you're forgetting something.” Mr 
lansen pointed to his head. 

"Oh, right.” he said. Brian took off the Pickin’ 
hicken cap and tossed it across the room like a 


©. saturday morning, Megan was pouring her 
seif-a glass of orange juice when there Wit © knock 
at the door, “I'll get it!” she yelled to her parents. 

When she opened the door, she was surprised to 
see Screech standing on the doorstep. “Good morn: 
ing, Megan!” he said cheerfully. 

“Whate good about it?" she grumbled, She and 
Dave still weren't talking, Her friends hated her. And 
they lost miserably on Smarts and Strength. 

“Thank you, I will come in,” Screech sald. He 
stepped past her 

‘Megan shut 
toast,” she said, 

“why, certainly.” 

Megan dropped a slice of 
the toaster and sat down across 


no 


“tm having 
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eech. "So what's up?” she asked. “You didn't 

.¢ over just for a piece of toast.” 

Well, I'm supposed to be taking the Bayside 
‘Smarts and Strength team out to breakfast this 
morning,” Screech sald. 

Megan got up to check the toast. She didn't feel 
‘ike talking about the show. 

“But I woke up this morning and 1 thought, ‘Who 
‘wants to be seen hanging around a bunch of 

peers?” Screech said as Megan buttered the toast 

fand slid the plate onto the table in front of him. 
“Besides, it doesn't matter if 1 try to psych them up 
for today’s rematch or not. They're gong to lose." 

Megan took a sip of orange juice. 

You should be glad you're not going on TV with 


them today," Screech went on. “I mean, it's one thing 
6 lose once. But twice?" He clucked his tongue: 
“They might not lose.” Megan said. 
“are you kidding?” Screech sald. “First of all, they 
might not even get to play because there’s some silly 
rule about not being allowed to change team mem- 


bers, 
Megan felt a pang of guilt, but she Ignored It, 
“But let's say they get past that, Without you 
ey don't stand a chance. You were the only one on 
at team who knew anything!” 
“phat's not exactly true,” Megan said. 
gure it is!" Screech's voice squeaked. “I was your 
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coach, and 1 should know. I still am their coach, 
actually, But I'm thinking of resigning before my rep) 
utation for intelligence vanishes completely.” 

“They're not that bad,” Megan said. “Brian's 
smart, espectally when tt comes to history | if 

wgure, if he can stay awake long enough to Usten 
to the question!” Screech complained. “And Tommy 
won't get anything right unless It involves auto 
tnechanics. You know, I'm still not sure the grease 
‘on that rope didn't come from his hands.” 

4, As angry as she had been at 
‘Tommy, she knew he'd never do anything dumb like 
that. She believed he'd been set up- 

“And Rachel can't even hear the questions 
pecause she's too busy daydreaming about marrying 
Skip Simon.” Screech shook his head, “With a team 
Ike that, why even bother showing up? Bobby's 
hopeless—he used to know sports, but now he’s 80 
confused he couldn't even tell you how old he is. And 
Lindsay!” Screech rolled his eyes. “you'd think | 
dropped an encyclopedia on her brain instead of her 
foot!” 

“Stop 1t!” Megan suddenly cried. “Stop talking 
about my friends that way!” 

But Megan.” Screech looked hurt. “Tm just say- 

saying all along.” 
wrong,” Megan admitted. “I 
know everyone tried really hard in the finals. We 
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Idn't lose because we were stupid. It was because 
were too wrapped up in winning.” She paused 

a second, “And that was my fault.” | was acting 
like a little dictator, she realized. Just because I 
‘happen to be pretty smart. And because of my fight 
with Daye. 

“part of it's my fault,” Screech sald. “I guess 1 
‘pushed everyone too hard. 

“Yeah, but at least you were supposed to,” Megan 
‘said, “You're the coach. I was supposed to be one of 
their teammates, only | ended up ordering everyone 
around and taking all the credit.” 

“Just a teensy-weensy bit." Screech held two fin- 
gers up, about a half inch apart, 

Megan laughed. Somehow, she felt better already. 
*So what should | do?" she asked. 

“You could try apologizing,” Screech sald. 
*pyeryone wants you back on the team." 

“So I'd have to go back on TV?" Megan asked. 

“What's so scary about that?” Screech said. 

Megan sighed. “Screech, I've never lost at any- 
thing before. I just couldn't go through It again.” 

“Maybe it'll get easier each time,” Screech sald. 

“[ don't want it to get easier! | want to be the best 

‘at whatever I do,” Megan sald. 
“That's part of who you are, Megan,” Screech 
aid. “But you can't expect your friends to be the 
¢ way. That'd be like Tommy expecting you to 
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like fixing cars, or Rachel expecting you to shop six 
hours straight every Saturday.” 

“poth of which would be absolute torture,” Megan 
sald, nodding. She didn't want to £0 pack on televi- 
sion again, but her friends needed her. 

"There was only one thing to do. 


00 0 


“there's only five minutes ‘until show time, and | 
don't see Megan anywhere,” ‘Tommy said with « 
frown. 

Lindsay looked around. “Me, neither,” she sald. 
“put I'm trying to think positive.” 

Good morning, everyone, and welcome toa spe 
cial edition of Smarts and Strength!” the announcer 
said. Through ‘Tommy's and Lindsay's efforts, they'd 
managed to get a full studio ‘audience. They'd spent 
half the night calling all thelr friends and asking 
them to come support Team Bayside. 

“what are we going to| do?” Brian sald, looking 
frantic, “They're about to announce ust” 

Here she comes!” Bobby cried. 

Megan was running toward them, Screech right 
behind her, “Is it too late?” she gasped. 

Nope,” Lindsay said with @ relieved sigh. “You're 
right on time.” 

with thirty seconds to spare,” Bobby added. 

Good.” Megan dropped her purse ‘onto the floor 
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‘and looked at her friends. “I'm really sorry I acted 
Hike such a jerk,” she said. “I guess I felt like itl 
didn't win at the game, I'd be a failure at everything.” 

“and now, representing Bayside High in the 
rematch of the century. . . .” the announcer sald 
ominously. 

“Anyway, fou guys are way more important than 
my dumb pride,” Megan said quickly, “I'm sorry | 
yelled at everyone.” She turned to Rachel. 
“Especially you.” 

PThat's okay,” Rachel sald, giving Megan a quick 
hug, “And you were right about one thing,” she 
eons ‘with a gigale. “Skip Simon is a litle too old for 

\e. 
‘Thank goodness! Brian thought, 
oe and their team captain, Megan!” the 
announcer boomed, 

“Let's do It, guyst” Megan shouted. She stepped 
aside to let everyone run onstage before her. 

“One for all and all for one!” Brian shouted. 

and three for a quarter!” Screech added, pump- 
ing his fist into the alr. “Go, Bayside!” 
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said, "And we'll be back with our final questions 


to the Bayside team. “Nice goin, 


‘ grin. 
vrhanks, You guys are doing greall Megan said. 
“We've got to hold on for the win.” Bobby said. 4 
rave val.” Lindsay sald, smiling at her friends. “I 


just know 1" 


00° 


“You won by a hundred points,” Mr. Belding 
said, He shook his head happily. { still can't believe 
iL" He gazed around the Max, his chin resting on 

if Smarts and Strength will ever 
his eyes 


lit up. 
Sir, 1 think Team Bayside bas had enough com- 
petition for a while,” Screech sald. 

ngereech is right,” Megan said: She took a sip of 
her celebratory chocolate ‘milk shake. 

“put you're practically @ Jocal hero,” Mr. Belding 
‘objected. “When you answered that question about 


the Spanish-American War, my heart almost burst 


ho offense, Mr, B., but 1 think you're getting 


carried ‘with this winning thing.” Megan 
ttle away ee 
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Just then Dave strolled into the Max. He was by 
hhimself, and he sat down at a table near the door. 

nt have someone I need to talk to,” Megan sald, 
gotting to her feet. Taking a deep breath, she walked 
over to Dave's table. 

‘HU she sald. “Can we talle for a second?” 

Dave looked up at her nervously. “Uh, sure” 

Megan pulled out a chair and sat down, +l want 
to apologize.” she sald, “for acting like such a Jerk.” 

Dave smiled. "I was pretty Jerky, too,” he admit: 
ted, “Even though I think that some of the things 1 
said were true.” 

‘Megan sighed. “I know." she sald, “The thing ts, 1 
thought | could handle everything. 1 had to learn the 
hard way that I can't.” 

“you did really well on the show today,” Dave 
said, “| wanted to run up and congratulate you, Put 
then I remembered | couldn't.” 

“{{’s not too late,” Megan hinted. 

Congratulations,” Dave said with a grin, 

“Thanks,” Megan replied. “Listen, I know every” 
thing is up in the air with us, but maybe we could go 
‘out sometime and see what happens.” 

Dave nodded. “Sounds good.” 

“Great.” Megan sald, She stood up to go. “Ill see 
you later, then.” 

“Later.” 

‘As Megan walked back to her table, she grinned. 
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It felt good to have worked things out. And who 
knew? Maybe she and Dave would get back together: 

“So, Rachel, are you really over Skip Simon?” 
Brian asked. 

“Like you wouldi't believe,” Rachel said, “I ran 
into him in the hall after the show, you know? Only 
before I got to him, this woman was all over him, giv- 
ing him a big kiss. Turns out she's his wife.” 

“He's married?” Lindsay asked, her eyes wide. 

“with two kids!” Rachel exclaimed, “He sure 
didn't mention that in his litule article!” 

‘The gang exchanged secret smiles as they nodded 
understandingly. 

“and he actually had the nerve to congratulate 
me for being such a good contestant—after he threw 
my present in the trash in front of thousands of peo- 
ple!" she went on. “I'm burning all my red clothes as 
soon as I get home!” she declared. She took off her 
red barrette and tossed it onto the table. 

“So, how about catching a movie with me tomor- 
row night?” Brian asked, flashing her a smile: 

“Don't you have to work?" Rachel asked. 

“Nope,” Brian said. "Not tomorrow or ever again.” 

“pid you quit?" Bobby asked. 

“in a manner of speaking,” Brian sald. “And boy, 
am | glad to have my weekends and nights back.” he 
added, looking at Rachel. “So what do you say?” 

“| say, okay,” Rachel replied. 
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“1m so excited about our trip to San Francisco.” 
Lindsay said. “It's only a few weeks away,” 

“Really?” Rachel looked worried. “Cancel that 
date, Brian. I've got to start packing!” 

“Well, we still have to get a chaperon,” Megan 
said. “And | know my parents won't be able to do it.” 

“Mine, either,” Lindsay said. 

Screech cleared his throat. “I happen to know 
San Francisco like the back of my hand.” 

“Perfect!” Megan said. 

“Now remember, when you're in San Francisco, 
you're representing Bayside,” Mr. Belding said. 

Screech patted Mr. Belding on the arm, “Not to 
worry, Chief, 1 won't let them do anything embar- 
rassing.” Then, as he turned to pick up a napkin, he 
Knocked over his glass of soda—and Megan's, and 
Brian‘s—until a river of soda was pouring off the 
table and onto the floor. 

“and don't worry, Mr. Belding,” Brian said with a 
grin, "We'll look out for Screech!” 


Francisco 
vowed to buy 
anniversary pres 
Lindsay, but he's tot: 
broke. To make some fast 
cash, he and Brian pose as 
bellboys in their hotel. 


Will Tommy raise the 


money, OF just get 
himself into trouble 
trying? Find out when 
you read 
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the exciting new novel about 
Bayside's new class! 


Smarts and Strength is on the air! A new game show that 
tests intellect and athletic ability, it pits high school teams 
against one another. And guess who's on Team Bayside? 
The whole gang! 

Things go great during the first few competitions. In 
fact, it looks like they're a shoo-in for the finals! But then 
things start falling apart. Megan brags that she always 
scores the most points. Lindsay forces Tommy to study. 
And Rachel develops a crush on the show’s host, 

Meanwhile, Brian is working overtime at Pickin’ 
Chicken, trying to eam enough money for a new mountain 
bike. He doesn't have time to rehearse for the game show, 
and he’s falling behind in school! 

Will the gang be able to pull it together for the finals? Is 
Brian's mountain bike worth spending his best years at 
Pickin’ Chicken? 
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